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ACT I S$CENE I. 


Lincols's Inn. 
-. 7 
Enter Saville, folloxved by a — at the top of the 
flage, * about a. ff « at a et 


Sav. L INCOLN's Inn. Well, but where to 
find, now I am in Lincoln's Inn. Where did he 
ſay his maſter was? 

Ser. He only ſaid in Lincoln's Inn. 
0 Sev. That's pretty; and your wiſdom never en- 
quired at whoſe chambers, 

Ser. Sir, you ſpoke to the ſervant yourſelf. 

Sav. If I was too impatient to aſk . 97 
ought to have directions, blockhead. 


Eater Courtall, ſinging. 


Ha, .Courtall } Bid bim beep'the horſes in mars. 
and then enquire at all the chambers round. exit 
Ser vant.] What the Devil brings you to this part of 
the town? Have any of the long robes handſome 
wives, ſiſters, or chamber-maids ? 

9 Court. Perhaps they have; but I came on a dif- 
ferent errand ; and bad thy good fortune brought 
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thee here half an hour ſooner, I'd have given thee x 


ſuch a treat. Ha, ha. 6 

Hav. I am forry I miſt it; What is it? 

Court. I was inform'd, a few days ſince, that my 
couſins Sallow were come to town, and deſired 
earneſtly to ſee me at their lodgings in Warwick- 
court, , Holborn. Away went I, painting them all 
the way like To many Hebes; they came from the 
' fartheſt part of Northumberland, had never been in 

town, and in courſe were made > of ruſticity, in- 
nocence and beauty. 4 

Sav. Well. 

Court. After waiting thirty minutes, during 
which there was a violent buſtle, in bounc'd five 
Sallow dames ; four of em may-poles, the fifth Na- 
ture, by way of variety, had bent in the Zſop ſtyle; 
but they all apen'd at once, like hounds on freſh 
ſcent—Oh, couſin Courtall—lard, couſin, I am 
glad you are come, we want you to go with us to 
the Park, and the Plays, and the Opera, and Al- 
mack's, and all the fine places The Devil, my 
dears, may attend you, for I am ſure I won't; 
however, I heroically ſtay'd an hour with them, 
and diſcover'd the virgins were all come to town 
with the hopes of leaving it wives; their heads arc 
full of knights, baronets, fops and adventures. 

Sav. Well, how did you get off? 

Court. Oh; I pleaded a million of engagements ; 
however conſcience twitch'd me ſo, I breakfaſted 
with them this morning, and afterwards ſquir'd 
them to the Gardens here, as the molt private place 
in town, and then took a ſorrowful leave, com- 
pwining of my hard fortune, that'oblip?d me to ſet 

of immediately for Dorſetſhire, ha, ha, ha. 

Sab. -I congratulate your eſcape: Courtall at Al- 
mack's, with five awkard country couſins! ha, ha, 
ha! why, your exiſtence, as a man of gallantry, 
could never have ſurviv'd it. 

Court. Death and fire, had they come to town 
like the ruſtics of the laſt age, to Paul's, the Lyons, 
and 


a. ana a a ne ns TIE ———— any Hy % „„ „„ — — - = — ww 1 


- 
The Belle's Stratagem. 3. 


and the Wax-work; at their But the couſins, 
of our days come up ladies, and with knowledge 
they glean from magazines and pocket-books; fine 
ladies laugh at the baſhfulneſs of their grandmother, 
and boldly demand their entrance into the firſt 
circles. 570 ies 
Sav. Where can this fellow be? come, give M 
ſome news. 5 | 1 
Court. Oh! Enough for three Gazettes; the 1 
dies are going to petition for a bill, that dur: f 
the war, every man may be allowed two lives. | 0 9 
Sav. Tis impoſſible it thould paſs; ſor the ma- 1 
Y 

| 


jority of both houſes know what it is to have one. 

Court., Gallantry was blackballd at the Cotte: iv 
laſt Tſrarſday, and Prudence and Chaſtity voted ing 

Sav. Ay, that may hold till e breakup ; 
but have you elopements ? no divorces ?. 

Court, Divorces are abſolutely out; and the 
commons Doctors ſtarving ; ſo they are publiſhing 
trials of crim con, with all the ſeperate evidence \ 
at large, which they find has always a powerful 

0 effect on their trade, actions tumbling in upon them 
| afterwards, like mackerel at Graveſend. 
Sev. What more ? | | 
Court. Nothing; for weddings, deaths, and po- 
itics I never talk of, but whilſt my hair is 
dreſſing. But prithee Saville, how came you in 


| town, whilſt all the qualified gentry are playing at WW 

pop- gun on Coxheath, and the country over-run . JW 
j with hares and foxes ? 1 a | | 
Sav. I came to meet my friend Doricourt, Who js 


you know is lately arriv'd from Rome. . 

Court. Arriv'd ; yes faith, and has cut us all out: 
| his, carriage, his liveries, his dreſs, himſelf, are the 
rage of the day! his firſt appearance ſet the whole | 
town in a ferment, and his vallet is beſieg'd by WM 
levees of taylors, habit-makers, and other miniſters | 
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5 of faſhion, to gratify the impatience of their cuſ- 4 
| tomers becoming a- la- mode de Doricourt. Nay, ü 
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fiſter-counteſſes, inſiſted upon his waiſteoat for 


muffs, and their ſnowy arms now bear it in triumph 


about the town, to the heart-rending affliction of 
all our beau garcons. . 


Sav. Indeed! well thoſe little gallantries will 
ſoon be over ; he's on the point of marriage. 


Court. Marriage! Doricourt on the point of 


marriage ? tis the happieſt tidings you could have 
given, next to his being mas oa. who 1s the bride 
elect? 

Sav. I never ſaw her; but ” tis Miſs Hardy ; the 


match was made by their parents, and the court- 
ip began on their nurſes knees: maſter us'd to 


crow at miſs, and miſs, us'd to chuckle at maſter. 
Court, Oh! then by this time they care no more 

ſor one another, than I do for my country couſins. 
Sav. 1 don't know that; they never met fince 

thus high, and ſo probably have ſome regard for 

each other. 
Court. Never met; odd ! 

Sav. A whim of Mr. Hardy's ; he thought his 
daughter's charms would make a more forcible 
'-npreflion, if her lover remain'd in ignorance of 
em, Ul his return from” the Continent, 

Enter Saville's ſervant, 

Ser. Mr. Doricourt, has been at councellor 

Pleadwell's, and gone about five minutes. 
Le -xit ferv. 

Sau. Five minutes; zounds, I have been five 
minutes too late all my life time; good morrow 
Courtall; 1 muſt purſue him. going.) 

Court. Promiſe to dine with me to-day; I have 
ſome honeſt fellows. {going on the oppoſite ſide.) 

Sav. Can't promiſe you; perhaps I may; ſee 


| there's a bevy. of female patigonians coming down 


upon us. 
Court. By the lord then, it muſt be my frapping 


couſins ; I dare not look behind me run man, run. 


DLExit. 
SCENE 
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SCENT 1x: 


A gentle knock at the deer. 


A hall at Doricourt's.. © 
Enter Porter, 


Por. Tap; what ſneaking devil art thou? (e. 
the door.) 


* 


Enter Crowquil, 


I ſuppoſe you are one of the monſieurs cuſtomers,.. 
he's above ſtairs, overhawling all his kenour's things, 
to a parcel of them. 

: Crow. No, fir, *tis with you, if you pleaſe, thab I 
| want to ſpeak. 

Por. Me; well what do you want with me ? | 

Crow. Sir, you muſt know that I am the gentle- 
man that writes the tète - a-tètes in the magazines. 

Por. Oh hoh, I Begin to ſmoak you now; Weit, 

a | you are the fellow that tyes folkes no to non in 
your 1ixpenny cuts, that never met any where elfe 

Crow. Oh! dear ſir, excuſe me; we always ge on. 
foundatian ; and if you can help me to a few ec 
dotes of your maſter's; ſuch as what marchioneſs 
he loit money to at paris; who is his ELVOu ite lady 
in town, or the name of the girl he firſt made love to 
at college, or any incident that happened his graud- 
| mother, or great aunts; a couple will do by way 
of ſupporters ; Pl weave a web of intrigues, loſſes. 
and gallantries between them, that fhall fill you 
four pages, procure me a dezen dizners, and pu, 
ſir, a bottle of wine for your trouble. 

Por. Oh, ho, I have heard the buttler tall. of 
you; when I lived at my lord Trin ket'es; but yy 
; the devil do you mean; you gane ha a cin e. a 
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Crow, Oh, ſir, that was for a lord's amours ; 
commoners are never but half; why, I have a baro- 
net's for five ſhillings, tho' he was a married man, 
and chang'd his miſtreſs every ſix weeks. 

Por. Don't tell me; what ſignifies a barronet or 
a bit of a lord, who may be was never further than ſun 
and ſun round London; we have travell'd, man; my 
maſter has been in Italy, and over the whole ifland 
of Spain; talk'd with the queen of France, and 
danc'd with her at a maſquerade; ay, ſuch folks 
don't go to maſquerades for nothing; but mum; 
not a word more; unleſs you'll rank my maſter with 
2 lord, I'll not be guilty of blabbing his ſecrets, I 
aſſure you. were 

Crow. Well, fir, perhaps you'll throw in a hint 
or two of other families where you liv'd, that may 
be work'd up into ſomething ; and ſo, fir, here's one, 
two, three, four, five ſhillings. 

Per, Well, that's honeit ; *{porteting the money) 
to tell you the truth, I don't know much of my 
maſter's concerns yet; but here comes monſieur and 
Mis gang; I'll pump them; they have trotted after 
him all round Europe, from the Canaries to the Ile 
ef Wight. {they rerire back.) 
| Enter ſeveral foreign ſervants and tradeſmen 

Porter takes one of them cfide. | 

. Tradef. Well, then you have ſhew'd us all. 

French. All en verite, monſieurs; you have ſeen 
every thing, ſerviteur, ſerviteur. [Exit tradeſ. 

Ay, here comes an autre curious Engliſhman ; 
dats an autre guinea per moi. 

| Enter Saville. 

Allons, monſieur, dis way, I will ſhew you ſuch 
tings, as you never ſee, by gar,in England ; velvets 
by le Moſſe, ſuits cut by Verdu, trimmings by Greſ- 
{ ts. embroidery de tanteville. | | 

Fav. Puppy, where is your maſter ? 0-8 

Por. Zouns, ye chattering, frog- eating dunder 
head, can't you ſee a gentleman, tis Mr. Saville. 
Comes down the middle.) 


French 
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French. Monſieur Saville, je ſuis mort de peur, 
ten touſand pardons, excuſez mon erreur, and 
permit me to conduct to Moni, Doricourt; he be too 
happy, avoize vor. [exit Fre, and Saw. 
Por. Step below a bit, we'll make it ont ſome 
how; I ſuppoſe a flice of ſirloin won't make the 
flory go down the worſe. [exit Por, and Crowsg. 


SCENE 11L 


An appariment at Doricourt's. 


— 


Enter Doricourt at the top. 


Der. {ſpeaking to a ſervant) I ſhall be too late for 


St. James's ; bid him come immediately. : 
f Enter Frenchman and Saville. 
5 French. Monſieur Saville, Sire. [exit 


Dor. Moſt fortunate, my dear Saville, let the 
warmth of this embrace ſpeak the pleaſure of my 
heart. 

Sar. Well, this is ſome on after the ſcurvy | 
reception I met with in your hall, I prepared my 
mind, as I came up ſtairs, for a polite French con- 
gee, a bonjours, a grimace, and an adieu. | 
Dor. Why ſo? 

Sav. 3 of the maſter from the reft of the 
family. What the devil is the meaning of that flock. 
of foreigners below, with their parchment faces and 
ſnuffy whiſkers ? What, can't an Engliſhman ſtand s 
behind your carriage, buckle your fhoes, or bruſm 
your coat? 

Dor. State, my dear Saville, ſtate: Engliſhmen * 
make the beſt ſoldiers, citizens, artizans, and philo- 
ſophers in the world, but the very worſt foatmen. * 
I keep French fellows and Germans, as the Romans 
kept flaves, becanie- their own countrymen had 
minds too enlarg'd and haughty to deſcend, with 2a 
graces to the duties of tuch a ſtation, 
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Sau. A good excuſe for a bad practice. 

Dor. On my honout, experience will convince | 
you of its truth; a Frenchman neither hears, ſees, 
nor breaths, but as his maſter directs, and his whole 
ſyſtem of conduct is comprized in one ſhort word, 
Obedience. An Engliſhman reaſons, forms opinions, 
cogitates and diſputes ; one is the mere creature of 
your will, the other a being, conſcious of equal im- 
portance in the univerſal ſcale with yourſelt, and is 
therefore your judge, whilſt he wears your livery, 
and decides on your actions, with the freedom of a 
cenſor, 8755 | 

Sav. And this in defence of a cuſtom I have 
heard you execrate, together with all the adveati- 
tious manners imported by our travell'd gentry. 

Dor. Ay, but was at eighteen ; we are always. 
very wile at eighteen; but conſider this point: we 
go into Italy, where the ſole buſineſs of the peo- 
ple is to ſtudy, and improve the power of muſic; 
we yield to the facination, and grow enthuſiaſts in 
the charming ſcience ; we travel over France, and 
ſee the whole kingdom compoſing ornaments, and 
inventing faſhions; we condeſcend to avail - our- 
ſelves of their induſtry, and adopt their modes; we 
return to England, and find the nation intent on 
the moſt important objects policy, commerce, war, 
with all the liberal arts, employ her ſons ; the la- 
tient ſparks glow afreſhwithin our boſoms, the ſweet 
follies of the Continent pleaſe imperceptibly, whillt ſe- 
nators, ſtateſmen, patriots, and heroes, emerge from 
the virtu of Italy, and the frippery of France. 

Sav. I may as well give it up; you had always 
the knack to place your faults in che beſt light; 
and I can't help loving you, faults and all; ſo to 
ſtart a ſubject that muſt pleaſe you, when do you 
expect Miſs Hardy? | | 

Dor. Oh, the hour of expectation's paſt ; ſhe's; 
arriv'd, and I this morning had the honour of an 
interview at Pleadwell's; the writings, were ready, 

and, 
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and, in obedience to the will of Mr. Hardy, we mot 
to ſign and ſeal. | * TS 
Sav. Has the event anfwer'd ? did your heart 
leap or fink when you beheld your miſtreſs ? 
Dor, Faith, neither one nor to*ther ; ſhe's a 


fine girl, as far as mere fleſh and blood goes, but— 


Sav. But what? 


Dor. Why, ſhe's only à fine girl, complexion, 


ſhape, and features—nothing more. 
Sav. Is not that enough ? 4 
Dor. No; ſhe ſhould have ſpirit, fire, lair en 


jour, that ſomething that r 4 7 every 


body feels, and nobody can deſcribe—in the re- 


ſiſtleſs charms of France and Italy. 


Sav. Thanks to the parſimony of my father, that 5 


kept me from travel, I would not have loſt my re- 
liſh for true unaffeted Engliſh beauty, to have been 


quarreled for by all the belles of Verſailles and 


Florence. 
Dor. Pho, pho, thou haſt no taſte; Engliſh 
beauty, tis infipidity ; it wants the zeſt; it wants 


poignancy, Frank; why I have known a french- _ 


woman, indebted to nature for no one thing but a 
pair of decent eyes, reckon in her ſuit, as many 


F * 


counts, marquiſſes, and petite-maitres as would 


ſatisfy three dozen of our firſt rate toalts. I have 


known an. Italian marquiſina make ten conqueſts in 


ſtepping from her carriage, and carry her ſlaves 


from one city to another, whoſe real intrinſic beau- 


ty would have yielded to half the little griſſets that 
pace your mall on a Sunday. _ 

Sav. And has miſs Hardy nothing of this? 

Dor. It the has, the was pleas'd to keep it to her- 
ſelf; I was in the room half an hour before I could 
catch the colour of her eyes; and every attempt to 
draw her into converſation occaſion'd ſo cruel an 
embarraſſment, that I was reduc'd to the neceſſity 
of news, French fleets and Spaniſh captures with 
her father, 


Sav. 
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Sav. So miſs Hardy, with only beauty, modeſty, 
and merit, is doom'd to the arms of a huſ- 
band who will deſpiſe her. 

Dor. You. are unjuſt ; tho' ſhe has not infpir'd 
me with a violent paſſion, my honour ſecures her 
felicity. 

Sav. Come, come, Dorieourt, you know very 
well, that when the honour of a huſband is locum 


tenens for his heart, his wife muſt be as indiffer- 


ent as himſelf, if the is not unhappy. 

Dor. Pho, pho, never moralize without ſpec- 
tacles; but as we are upon the tender ſubject, how | 
did you bear Towchwood's carrying lady Frances? 

Sav. You know I never look'd up to her with 
hope, and Sir George is every way worthy of her. 

Dor, A-la-mode Angloize! a philoſopher even in 
love! 

Sav. Come, I detain; you ſeem dreſs'd at all 
points, and of courſe have an engagement. 

Dor. To St. James's ; I dine at Hardy's, and ac- 
company them to the maſquerade in the evening; 


but breakfaſt with me to-morrow, and we'll talk of 2 


our old companions, for I ſwear to you, Saville, the 
air of the Continent has not effac'd one youthful 
prejudice or attachment. 

Sev. With an exception to the caſe of ladies and 
ſervants. 


Dor. True ; there I plead guilty, but I have ne- 


ver yet found any man, whom I could cordially 


take to my heart and call friend, who was not born 
beneath a Britiſh ſky, and whoſe heart and man- 
ners were not truly Engliſh, [Exit Der. and Sav. 


SCENE. 


OT , * 
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SCENE N 
An appartment at Hardy's. 
! Villers ſeated on a fopha reading; - + 
Enter Flutter. 


Flut. Ha, Villers; have you ſeen Mrs. Rrackit? 
Miſs Hardy I find is out. 

Vill. J have not ſeen her yet ; I have made a 
voyage to Lapland fince I came in; | finging away 
"the book] a lady at her toilet is as difficult to be 
mov'd as a quaker; [yawning] what events have 
happen'd in the world fince yeſterday, have you 
heard ? 

Flut. Oh, yes I ftopt at Potterſhall's, as I came 
by, and there I found lord Jan Jeſſamy, Sir Wil- 
iam Wilding, and Mr. ; But now I think 
of it, you ſhan't know a ſyllable of the matter, for, 
I have been inform'd, you never betteve above ene 
half of what I ſay. 

Fill. My dear fellow, ſomebody has impos'd up- 
on you moſt egregiouſiy; ; half, why I never be- 
lieve one-tenth part of what you ſay ; that is, ac- 
cording to the plain and liberal expreſſion; but, as 
L nnderſtand, your intelligence is amuſing, and, 
with pr oper tranſlations, may be ſometimes under- 
ſtood. 

Flat. That's very hard now; I never Sed a 
2 falſity in my lite, unleſs I tumbled upon it by 
miſtake ; and if it were otherwile,, your dull mat- 
tec- of- fact people, are indinitely oblig'd to thoſ 
warm imaginariqns, Which ſoar into fiction to amuſe 
you; for poſnively the commen events of this 
little dirty world, are not worthy talking abcat, 
unleſs you embelliſh them; ba, here comes Mrs. 
Rackit, adieu to weeds, I {ce the's all life; enter, 

| madam, 
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madam, in all your charms; Villers has been abuſin 
your. toilet for keeping you ſo long; but, 1 think 


ve are much oblig'd to it, and you. 


Enter Mrs. Rackit. 
- Rack. How ſo, pray; good morning to you both; 


here's a hand a piece for you; [they &ifs her hands, 
ſhe gets in the middle.) | 


Flut. How ſo, becauſe [ Liſes her hand ] becauſe it 
has given you ſo many beauties. | 
Rack. Delightful compliments; what do yo 


think of that, Villers? 


Fill. That he and his compliments are both alike, 
ſhew, but won't bear examining; ſo you brought 
Miſs Hardy to town laſt night. 

Rack. Yes, I ſhould have brought her before, 
but had a fall from my horſe, that confin'd me a 
week; I ſuppoſe, in her heart the with'd me bang'd. 
a dozen times in an hour. T3” 

Flut. Why? | 

Rack. Had ſhe not an expecting lover in town all 
the time; ſhe meets him this morning at the lawyer's, I 
hope ſhe'll charm him, ſhe's the ſweeteſt girl in the 
world. | | | 

Vill. Vanity, like murder, will out; you have con- 


vinc'd me, you think yourſelf more charming. 


Rack. How can that be? « 

Vill. No woman ever praiſes another, unleſs ſhe 
thinks herſeif ſuperior to her in the very perfection 
the allows. ; 

Flut. Nor no man ever rail'd at the ſex, unleſs 
he's convinc'd hz deſerves their hatred. 

Rack. Thank you Flutter, I'll owe you a bouquet 
for that; I am going to viſit the new married lady 


Frances Touchwodd » who knows her huſband? 


Flut. Every body. 
Rack. Is there not ſomething odd in his cha- 


racter? | 
Fill. 
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Fill. Nothing, but that he's paſſionately fond 
of his wife; and ſo petulant is his love, that he 
open'd the cage of a favourite bull-finch, and ſent: 
it to catch butterflies, becauſe ſhe rewarded his 
ſong with kiſſes. 

_ Rack. Intolerable monſter ! 

Vill. Nay, nay, nay, this is your fex now; give 
a woman but one ſtroke of character, off ſhe goes, 
like a ball from a racket ; ſees the whole man, 
marks him down for an angel or a devil, and. fo 
exhibits him to her acquaintance. This monſter, this 
brute, is one of the worthieſt fellows upon earth; 
ſound ſenſe and liberal mind, but doats on his wife 
to ſuch exceſs, that he quarrels with every thing: 
the admires, and is jealous of her tippet, and of her 
noſegay. 7 

Rack. Oh! leſs love for me kind Cupid, I can 
ſee no difference between the torment of fuch an af- 
fection, and hatred. Js 

Flut. Oh! pardon my inconceivable indifference 
—inconceivable—I ſee it clearly ag your bracelet. 
In one cafe a huſbaud would ſay, as Mr. Snapper 
ſaid to'ther day, zounds, madam, do you ſuppoſe, 
that my table, and my houſe, and my pictures 
apropos, there was the divineſt plague of Athens, 
fold yeſterday at Langford's ; the dead figures ſo 
natural, you would have ſworn they had been alive 
Lord Primroſe ſaid five hundred} fix, ſaid my 
lady Carmine; a thouſand ſaid Ingot the Nabob; 
down went the hammer ; a rouleau for your bar- 
gain, ſaid Sir Jeremy Ingle; and what anſwer do, 
you think Ingot made him ? 

Rack. Why, took the offer. | 

Flut. Sir, I would oblige you, but I buy this 
picture to place in the nurſery ; the children have 
already got Whittington and his cat; tis juſt this 
ſize, and they'll make good companions. | 
. Rack, Well, I proteſt that's juſt the way now 
the Nabobs and their wives outbid one at every 


fale, and the creatures have no taſte. 
C Fill. 
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Fill. There again, you forgot this ſtory is told 
by Flutter, who always remembers every thing but 
the circumſtances, and the perſons he talks about : 
*rwas. Ingot that offer'd a_rouleau for the bargain ; 
and Sir Jeremy who made the reply. 

Flut. Egad, I believe you are right ; well, the 
ſtory is as good one way as to'ther; good morning: 1 


am going to Mrs. Crotchet's concert; and in my 


way back will make my bow at Sir George's. (going 
Vill. III venture every figure in your taylor's. bill 
you make ſome bl under there. 
Flut. [turning back] Done, my taylor's bill has 
not been paid theſe two years, and I'll open my 
mouth with as much care as Mrs. Bridget Button, 


ho wears cork plumpers in each cheek, and ne- 


ver hazards more than fix words, for fear of ſhew- 
ing em. : [ Exit. 
Nack. Tis à good natur'd inſignificant creature, 
let in every where, and car'd for no where ; there's 
Miſs Hardy return'd from Lincoln's-inn; ſhe ſrems 


- Father chagrin'd. 


Vill. Then I'll leave you to your communica- 
tions. 
Enter Lettitia, ſollocued by the maid. 


Adieu; JI am rejoic'd to ſee you ſo well madam 
but I muſt tear myſelf away. 

Let. Don't vanith in a moment. [maid brings a 
chair J. | 

Fill. Oh inhuman, you are two of the moſt 
dangerous women in town; ſtaying here to be can- 


nonaded by four ſuch eyes, is equal to an encounter 


with Paul Jones, or a midnight march to Oma. 
They ſwallow the nonſenſe for the ſake of the com- 
pliment. (gſide.) [Exit Villers. 
Tei. [gives her cloak to her maid ] Order Du 


Queſne never to come again, he ſhall poſitively dreſs 


me no more, \ fits, exit aid] and this odigus ſilk, 
how 


a 


| girl from a boarding ſchool ? He is the prettieſt fel+ 
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how unbecoming it is; I was bewitch'd to chuſe it; did 
ycu ever ice ſuch a fright as I am to-day ? 

Rack. Yes, I have ſeen you look much worſe. 

Let. How can you be ſo provoking ? if I do not 
look this morning worſe than ever I did in my life, 
I am naturally a fright; you ſhall have it which way 
you will. | | 

Rack, Juſt as you pleaſe, but what's the meaning 
of all this? 

Let. Criſing] Men are diſſemblers, flatterers, do- 
ceivers ; have I not heard a thouſand times of my 
air, my eyes, my ſhape, all made for victory? and 
to-day, when l bent my whole heart upon one poor 
conqueſt, I have prov'd that ail thoſe imputed 
charms amount to nothing, for Doricourt ſaw 
them unmov'd; a huſband of fifteen months, could 
not have examin'd me with more cutting indiffer- 
ence. a 
Rack, Then do you return it like a wife of fif- 
teen months, and be as indifferent as he. 

Let. Ay, there's the ſting; the blooming boy, 
who left his image in my young heart, improv'd 
in every grace that fix'd him there ; it is the fame 
face that my memory, and my dreams conſtantly 
pointed to me, but its graces are finiſn'd, and 
every beauty heighten'd; how mortitying to feel 
myſelf at the ſame moment his flave, and an object 
of perfect indifference to him? 

Rack. How are you certain that was the caſe ? 
did you expect him to kneel before the lawyer, his 
clerks, and your father, to make oath of your 
beauty ? 

Let. No; but he ſhould have loek'd, as if a ſudden 
ray had pierc'd him; he ſhould have been breath- 
leſs, ſpeechleſs ; for oh, Carolina! that was I. 

Rack. IJ am ſorry you was ſuch a fool. Can yon 
expect a man who has courted, and been courted 
by half the fine women in Europe, to feel like a 
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low you have ſeen, and in courſe bewilders your ima- 
gination, and fets your ſenſes on fire; but he has 
ſeen a million of pretty women, child, before he faw_ 
you, and his firſt feelings have been over long ago. 

Let. Vour raillery diſtreſſes me; but I will touch 
his heart or never be his wife. 

Racz. Abſurd and romantic. If you have no 
reaſon to believe his heart pre- eng _ be ſatisfied ; 
if he is a man of honour, you'll have nothing to 


romplain of. 


Let. Nothing to complain of ! heavens | ſhall I 


marry the man L adore, with ſuch an expectation as 
that? 


Rack. And when you have fretted yourſelf pale, 


my dear, you will have mended your expectations 
eatly. 


Lat. paufng] Yet I have one hope ; if there is 
any power whole peculiar care is faithful love, that 
power J invoke to aid me. 


Enter Hardy, 
Hard. Well, was I not right? ay Letty, ay, con- 


fin Rackit, was not I right, I knew t'would be ſo? 


he was all agog to ſee her, before he went abroad, 
and if he had, he'd have thought 'no more of her 
face, than may be of his own, 

Rack. May be not half ſo much. 

Hard, Aye, may be ſo; but I ſee into things 
exactly, as I foreſaw to-day, he fell deſperately in 
love with the wench; he, he, he. 

Let. Indeed, fir ! How did you perceive it? 

Hard, That's a pretty queſtion! how do I per- 
ceive every thing? How did I foreſee the fall of 


corn, and the riſe of taxes? how did I know that 


if w: quarreld with America, Norway deals 
would be dear? how did I foretel that a war would 
fink the funds ? how did I forewarn parſon Homily, 
that if he did not ſome way or other contrive to get 

more 
1 
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more votes than Rubrick, hed loſe the leQureſhip ? 


how did I—but what the devil makes you ſo dull 


Lettitia, I thought to have found you popping 
about as briſk as the Jacks of your Harpſichord 2 

Let. Sure, Sir, 'tis a very ſerious 6ccation; 

Hard. Pho, pho, girls fhould never be grave? 
before marriage; how did you feel, couſin, before 
hand—aye ? | 

Rack. Feel, why exceedivgly full of cares. 

Hard. Did you ? | 

Rack. I could not fleep for thinking of my coach, 
my liveries, and my chairmen ; the taſte of cloaths 


I ſhould be preſented in, diſtracted me for a week; 


and whithcr I {hould be married in white or lay- 
lock, gave me the moſt cruel anxiety, 
Let. And is it poſſible you felt no other care? 


Hard. And pray of what ſort may your cares be, 


Mrs. Lettitia? I begin to foreſee now, that you 
have taken a difhke to Doricourt. 
Let. Indeed, fir, I have not. 


Hard. Then what's all this melancholy about? 


oh, mn, going to be married, and what's more, to a 
ſenſible man, and what's more to à young girl, 
a handſome man, and what's all this W 
for, I fay? 


Rack, Why, becauſe he's handſome and ſenfible; 


and becauſe the's over head and ears in love with 


him, all which it ſeems your foreknowledge had 


not told you a word of. 
Let. Fie, Caroline. 


Hard. Well, come do you tell me what's the 
matter then, if you don't like him, hang the ſigning 


and ſealing, he ſhan't have you then; and yet I 
can't ſay that neither, for you know that eſtate has 
coſt his father and me upwards of fourſcore thou- 
fand pounds; mit go all to him, if you won't have 


him ; if hs won't have you indeed, it will be all 
your's; all that's clearly engroſs'd upon parchment; 


and the poor dear man, ſet his hand to it while he 
was dying; ah, faid I, Ifareſee you Il never live to 
GC 3 ſce 
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ſee them come together; but their firſt ſon ſhall be 
chriſten'd Jeremiah after you, that I promiſe you; 
but come I ſay what is the matter, you don't like 
him? 

Let. I fear, fir, if I muſt ſpeak, I fear 1 was leſs 
agreeable in Mr, Doricourt's eyes, than he appear'd 
in mine. 

Hard. There you are miſtaken ; for I aſk'd him, 
and he told me he lik'd you vaſtly; don't you think 
he muſt have taken a fancy to her, coulin ? 

Rank. Why, really I think fo, as I was not by. 

Let. My dear fir, I am convinc'd he has not, 
but if there is a ſpirit or invention in woman he 
mall. 

Hard. Right girl ; to your toilet. 

Let. It is not my toilet that can ſerve me, but a 


plan has ſtruck me, if you will not oppoſe it, which 


flatters me with brilliant ſucceſs. 

Hard. Oppoſe it, not I indeed ; what is it ? 

Let. Why, ſir, it may ſeem a little paradoxical ; 
but, as he does not like me enough, I want him to 
like me ſtill leſs, and will, at our next interview, en- 
deavour to heighten his indifference into diſlike. | 

Hard. Who the devil could have foreſeen that ? 
Rack. Heaven and earth, Lettitia! are you ſeri- 
ous ? 

Let. As ſerious as the moſt i important buſineſs of 

my life demands. 

Rack. Why endeavour to make him diſlike you? 

Let. Becauſe it is much eaſier to convert a ſenti- 
ment into. its oppolite, than to transform indiffer- 
ence into a tender paſſion. 

Rack. That may be good philoſophy, but Iam 
afraid you'll find it a bad maxim. 

Let. I have the ſtrongeſt confidence in it; I am 
inſpir'd with unuſual ſpirits, and on this hazard 
willingly ſtake my chance for happineſs ; I am im- 
patient to begin my meaſures. [exit Let. 

Hard. Can you foreſee the end of this, couſin ? 

Rack. 
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; Rack. No, fir, nothing leſs than your penetration 
can do that, I'm ſure ; and I can't ſtay now to conſi- 
der it; J am going to call upon the Ggles, and then 
to lady Frances Touchwood's, and then to an auc- 
tion, and then don't know where ; but I ſhall P 
be at home time enough to witnets this extraordi- | 
nary interview good bye. * 

8 5 Hard. Well, 'tis an odd thing, I can't underſtard | 
X it; but I foreſee Letty will have her way, and | 
ſo I than't give myſelt the trouble to diſpute it. | 

| 


End of the Firſt AR. 
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; - ACT H. Co 1 
Sir George Touchwood*'s Houſe, 


Enter Doricourt and Sir George, 


g Dor. M axzer! Ha, ha. You whom I 
heard in Paris ſay ſuch things of the . arc in | 
London a married man. | k 

Sir Geo. The ſex is ſtill what it has ever bales 1 
ſince faſhionable follies baniſhed ſubſtantial virtues; 1 

and rather than have given my name to one of your, | f 

| 

| 


high bred faſhionable dames, I'd have croſs'd the 
line in a fireſhip, and married a Japaneſe. 1 
Dor. Yet, you have married an Engliſh beauty? 1 
yea, a beauty born in high liſe! Wl... 
Sir Geo. True, but ſhe has a ſimplicity of heart 
and manners that would have become the fair Ties) | 
brew damſels, toaſted by the Patriarchs ; and de- 
ſpiſes high life ſo much, from the ideas I have given, 
her, that ſhe'll live in it like a ſalamander in fire. 
Dor. Oh, that the circle dans la place vitoire, - | | 
cou'd witneſs thy extravagarce. I'll ſend thee off | 
do 
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to St. Evreux this night, drawn at full length, and 
colour d after nature. 

Sir Geo. Tell him then to add to the ridicule, 
that Touchwood glories in the name of huſband; 
that he has found in one Engliſh woman, more 
beauty than Frenchmen ever ſaw; and more good- 
neſs than Frenchmen can conceive. 

Dor. Well, enough of deſcription, introduce me 
to this Phenix ; 1 come on purpoſe. 

Sir Geo. Introduce! Oh! aye, to be ſure, I be- 
lieve lady Frances is engaged juſt now; but an- 
other tune. How handſome the dog looks to-day. 

Lide. 

Dor. Another time; but I have no other time; 
death, this is the only hour I can command this 
fortnight. 

Sir Geo. {Afide.) I am glad to hear it with all 
my ſoul; io then you can't dine with us to-day 
thats very unlucky ? 

Dor, Oh! yes, as to dinner; yes I can, I be- 
lieve, contrive to dine with you to-day. 

Sir Geo. Piha! I did'nt think on what I was 
ſaying ; I mean't ſupper. You can't ſup with us. 

Dor. Why, ſapper will be rather more conve- 
nient than dinner; but you are fortunate if you 
had aſk d me any other night, I cou'd not have 
come. 

Sir Geo. You are ſo quick; it was not for to- 
night I afk*d you; to-morrow night. 

Dor. Why, look you, Sir George, it is very plain, 
you have no inclination to let me fee your wife at 
all; ſo here J fit, { fits on d ſopha) there's my hat, 
and here are my legs; now I fhan't ſtir *till I have 
ſeen her, and 1 have no engagements ; Fl break- 
fait, dine, and ſup with you every day this week. 

Sir Geo. Was there ever ſuch a provoking 
wretch ? But to be plain as yon, Doricourt, I and 
my houſe are at your ſervice ; but you are a damn'd 
agreeable fellow; ten years younger than I am, and 
the - mg I obſerve, always famper when you ap- 
PEAT 3 
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pear; for this reaſon, I had rather, when lady 
Frances and I are together, that you ſhou'd forget 
that we are acquainted, farther than a nod, a ſmile, 
vr a how d'ye. | 

Dor, Very well. 

Sir Geo, It is not merely yourſelf //ts on the ſets 
tee) in propria perſona, that I object to; but if 
you are intimate here, you'll make my houfe fill 
more the faſhion than it is, and it is already ſo 
much ſo, that my doors are of no uſe to me, I 
married lady Frances to engroſs her to myſelf z yet 
ſuch is the blefied freedom of modern manners, 
that in ſpight of me, her eyes, thoughts, and con- 
verſation, are continually divided among all the 
flirts and coxcombs of faſhion, [riſers 

Dor. To be ſure, I confeſs that kind of freedom 
x carried rather too far; 'tis hard one can't have a 
jewel in one's cabinet, but the whole town muſt be 
gratified with its luſtre, He ſhan't preach me out 
of ſecing his wife, tho gad I can't ſtay above five 
minutes. (de. 

Sir George. Well now, that's reaſonable; when - 
you take time to reflect, Doricourt, I always obſerve 
you decide right, and therefore I hope 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. Sir, my lady defires— 

Sir Geo. Pm particularly engag'd, 

Dor, Oh, lord! that ſhall be no excuſe in the 
world, (leaping from the ſ»pha) lead the way, Jobn. 

Exit, folloevirg the ſervant, 

Sir Geo, What devil poſſeſs'd me to talk about 
her? Here, Doricourt. [ Running after him. 
Enter Mrs. Racket and 97iſs Ogle, foligwed ty a 

fervunt. | . 

Mrs. Rack. Acquaint your lady that Mrs. Racket 
and Miſs Ogle are here. Exit ſervant, 

Miſe Ogle, I ſhall hardly know lady Frances, tis 
ſo long ſince I was in Shropthire, 
Arr. Rack. And Fil be ſworn, you never ſaw her 
out of Shropſhire, Her father kept her lock d up 
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with his caterpillars and ſhells, and lov'd her beyond 


any thing, but a blue butterfly, and a e 
frog. 

1227 Ogle. Ha, ha! well, *twas a cheap way of 
breeding her; you know he was very poor, tho' a 
lord of bigh ſpirit; tho' a virtuoſo in town, her 
pantheons, operas, and robes de ceur, wou'd have 
ſwallowed his fea weeds, moths, and monſters, in 
ſix weeks. Sir George, I find, thinks his wife a 
molt extraordinary creature ; he has taught her to 
deſpiſe every thing like faſhionable life, and boaſts 
that example will have no effect on her. 

Ars. Rack. There's a great degree of imperti- 
nence in all that; Vil try to make her a fine lady, 


to humble him. 


Miſs Ogle, That's juſt the thing I wiſhed. 
Enter lady Frances. 

Lady Fran. I beg ten-thouſand pardons, my 
dear Mrs. Racket; Miſs Ogle I rejoice to ſee you. 
( gets in the middle). I ſhould have come to you ſooner, 
but I was detained in converſation by Mr. Dori- 
court. 

Mrs. Rack. Pray make no apology; I'm quite 
happy that we have your ladyſhip in town at laſt, 
What ſtay do you make? 

Lady Fran, A ſhort one ; Sir George talks with 
regret of the ſcenes we have left, and as the cere- 
mony of preſentation is over, will, I believe, ſoon re- 
curn. 

M/s Ogle. Sure he can't be A cruel ; does your 
ladyſhip with to return ſo ſoon? . 

Lady Fran, IJ have not the habit of conſultin 
my own wiſhes ; but I think if they decide, we all h 
not return immediately; I have yet hardly 1 
an idea of London. 

Mrs. Rack, I ſhall quarrel with your lakd and 
maſter if he dares think of depriving us of you ſa 
ſoon. How db you difpoſe of yourlelf to-day ? 

Lady Fran. Sir George is going with me this 


morning to the mercer's to chuſe a ilk, and then— 
17 


De Hell Stratagem. 23 


Irs. Race. Chuſe a ſilk for you! ba, ha, ha! 
Sir George chuſts your laces too, I hope, your 
gloves, and your pincuſhions ! 

J. ady Fran. Madam! 

Hrs. Rach. I'm glad to ſee you bluſh, my dear 
lady Frances; theſe are ſtrange home!pun ways; if 
you do theſe ſort of things, pray keep em ſecret; 
Lord bleſs us, if the town ſhou'd know your huſ- 
band chuſes your gowns ! 

Miſs Ogle. You are very young, my lady, and have 
been brought up in ſolitude; the maxims you learnt 
among the weed nymphs in Shrepiture won't paſs 
current here, I aſſure you. 

Mrs. Rack. Why my dear creature you look quite 
frightened. Come, you ſhall go with us to an ex- 
hibition and an auction; afterwards we'll take a 
turn in the Park, and then drive to Kentington 3 
ſo we ſhall be at home by four to dreſs, and in the 
evening FI attend you to the Pantheon. R 

Lady Fran. I ft:all be very happy to be of your 
party, if Sir George has no engagements, a 

trirs. Rack. What do you Rand ſo low in your 
own opinion, that you dare not truſt yourſelf with- 
out Sir George? if you chuſe to play Darby and 
Joan, my dear, you ſhou'd have ftaid in the coun- 
try. Tis an exhibition not calculated for London, 
J aſſure you. 

2% Ogle. What, I ſurpoſe my lady you and Sie 
George will be ſeen Pacing it comfortably round 
the Canal, arm and arm, and then go lovingly 
into the ſame carriage, dine tcte-a-tete, ſpend the 
evening at picquet, and fo go ſoberly to bed at 
eleven! Such a ſnug plan may do for an attorney 
and his wife; but tor lady Frances Touchwood, 
tis as unſuitable as linſey-xolſey, or a bonnet, in 
the rooms at Bath, 

Lady Fran. Theſe are rather new doctr'nes to 
me; but my dear Mrs. Racket, you and Miis Ogle 
mult judge of theſe things better than I can. 5 
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you obſerve, I am but young, and may have 


caught abus d opinions. Here is Sir George. 
Enter Sir George. 

Sir Geo. {afide) 'Sdeath, another room full. 

Lady Fran. My love, Mrs, Racket and Mits Ogle. 

Hrs. Rael. Give you, joy, Sir George; we came 
to rob you of lady Frances for a few hours. 

Sir Geo. A few hours! 

Lady Fran. Oh yes, I'm going to an exhibition, 
and an auction, and the Park, and Kenſington, and 
2 thouſand places. It is quite ridiculous, I find, 
for married. people to be always. together ; we 
ſhou'd be langh'd at. | 

Sir Ges. Tm aſtoniſh'd ! Mrs. Racket! what does 
the dear creature-mean ? | ; 

Mrs. Rack. Mean, Sir George; what the ſays, I 
imagine. | : 

Aſs Ogle. Why, you know, Sir George, as lady 
Frances had the misfortune to be bred entirely in 
the country, ſhe cannot be ſuppoſed to be verſed in 
faſhionable life. | 

Sir Geo. No; heaven forbid ſhe ſhou'd ; if ſhe 
had, Madam, the wou'd never have been my wife. 

Mrs. Rack. Are you ſeriobus? 

Sir Geo. Perfectly ſo. I ſhou'd never have had the 
courage to have married a well bred fine lady. 

Miſs Ogle. Pray, Sir, what do you take a fine lady 
to be, that you expreſs ſuch a fear of her? 

| [ ſneeringly. 

Sir Geo. A being eaſily deſcribed, madam, as 
ſhe is ſeen every where but in her own houſe ; ſhe 
ſleeps at home, but ſhe lives all over the town. In 
her mind every ſentiment gives place to the luit of 
conqueſt, and the vanity of being particular ; the 
feelings of wife and mother, are loſt in the whirl 
of diſſipation; if ſhe continues virtuous 'tis by 
chance, and if ſhe preſerves her huſband from ruin, 
"tis by her dexterity at the card-table. Such a wo- 
man I take to be a perfect fine lady. 
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Mrs. Rack. And you I take to be an iY-patured, 
flanderous cynic, of two and thirty. Twenty years 
kence. one might have forgiven ſuch a libel. Now 
hear my definition of a fine lady.—She is a creature 
for whom nature has done much, and education 
more; ſhe has taſte, elegance, ſpirit, underſtand- 
ing; in her manners ſhe is free, in her morals 
nice; her behaviour is undiſtinguiſhingly polite to her 
huſband and all mankind ; her ſentiments are for 
the hours of retirement; in a word, a fine lady is 
the life of converſation, the ſpirit of ſociety, the 
joy of the public; pleaſure follows wherever ſhe 
appears, and the kindeſt wiſhes attend her flumbers. 
Make haſte, then, my dear lady Frances, commence 
fine lady, and force your huſband to acknowledge 
the juſtneſs of my picture. 
| Lady Fran. I am ſure 'tis a delightful one {to 
Sin George) How can you diſlike it, Sir George? 
You painted faſhionable lite in colours ſo diſguſting. 
that I thought I hated it; but on a nearer view, it 
ſeems charming; I have hitherto liv'd in obſcurity ; 
cis time that I ſhould be a woman of the world; 
J long to begin; my heart pants with expeRation 
and delight. | 

Mrs. Rack. Come, then, let us begin directly; 
I'm impatient to introduce you to that ſociety 
which you were born to ornament and charm. 

Lady Fran. Adien, my love, we ſhall meet again 
at dinner. [29inge 

Sir Geo. Sure I am in a dream, Fanny! 

Lady Fran. (returning) Sir George! 

Sir Geo. Will, you go without me? 

Mrs. Rack. Will you go without me ! (mimicking) 
ha, ha, ha! what a pathetic addreſs! Why ſure 
you wou'd not always be ſeen ſide by fide, like two 
beans upon a ſtalk. Are you afraid to truſt lady 
Frances with me, Sir ? 

Sir Geo. Heaven and earth! with whom can a 
man. truſt his wife in the preſent ſtate of ſotiety. 


Formerly there were diſtinctions of charaCers 
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amongſt ye; every claſs of females. had its partic u 


lar deſcription ; grand-mothers were pions, aunts. 


were diſcreet, old maids cenſorious; but now, 
aunts, grand-mothers, girls, and maiden gentle- 
women are all the ſame creature ; a wrinkle more or 
leſs 1s the ſole difference between you. 

Mrs. Rack. That maiden gentlewomen have loſt 
their cenſoricuinels, is ſurely not in your catalogue 
of grievances. 

Sir Geo. Indeed it is, and rank'd amongſt the 
moſt ſerious grievances ; things went well, madam, 
when the tongues of three or four old virgins 
kept all the wives and daughters of a pariſh in awe. 
They were the dragons that guarded the Heſperian 
fruit, and I wonder they have not been obliged 
by act of parliament to reſume their function. 

Mrs. Rack. Ha, ha, ha! and penſioned, I ſup- 
poſe, for making ſtrict enquiries into the lives and 
converſations of their neighbours. 

Sir Geo. With all my heart; and empower'd to 
oblige every woman to conform her conduct to 
her real ſituation. You, for inſtance, are a widow ; 


your air ſhou'd be ſedate, your dreſs grave, your 


deportment matronly, and in all things an exam- 
ple to the young women grown up. about you: in- 
ſtead of which you are dreſſed for conqueſt, think 
of nothing but enſnaring hearts; are a coquet, a 
wit, and a fine lady 

Mrs. Rack. Bear witneſs to what he ſays! a co- 
quet! a wit! and a fine lady! who wou'd have 
expected an eulogy from ſuch an ill-natur'd mor- 
tal! valour to a ſoldier, wiſdom” to a judge, or 
glory to a prince, is nct more than ſuch a charac- 
ter to a woman |! 


Miſs Ogle. Six George languiſhes for the charm- | 


ing ſociety of a century and a half ago. 

Sir Geo. And what is the ſociety of which you 
boaſt! a mere chaos, in which all diſtinction of 
rank is loſt in the ſame ſele& party; you will of- 


ten find the wife of a biſhop and a ſharper, an 
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earl and 48 in ſhort ?tis one uni erſal maſ- 
querade, all diſguis'd in the ſame habit and man- 
ners! 

Enter Flutter and Servant. 

Serv. Mr. Flutter. [Exit ſervant, 

Sir Geo. Here comes an illuſtration ; now I defy 
you to tell from his appearance, whether Flutter 
is a privy counſeller or a mercer, 'a lawyer, or a 

ocer's prentice. 

Flut. Oh juſt what you pleaſe, Sir a ſo 
you don't make me a lord mayor; ah, Mrs. Racket ! 
lady Frances your moſt obedient, you look—now 
hang me if that's not provoking, had your gown 


been of another colour, I ſhould have ſaid the * | 


tieſt thing you ever heard in your life. | 
Miſs Ogle. Pray give it us. 


Flut. I was yeſterday at Mrs. Blomer's; ſhe was 
dreſs'd all in green; no other colour to be ſeen, bur 


that of her face and boſom ; fo, ſays I, my dear Mrs. 
Bloomer, you look like a carnation Juit burlling 
from its pod ! 

Sir Geo. And what ſaid be kuſband ? 

Flut. Her huſband | why her huſband laughed, 
and faid a cucumber would have been 2 happier 
ſimily. 

Sir Geo. But there are huſbands, Sir, who wou' d 
rather have edrrected than amended your compari- 
ſon ; I, for inſtance, ſhou'd conſider a man's compli- 
menting my wife as an impertinence. 

Flut. Why what harm can there be in compli- 
ments? Sure they are not infectious; and if they 
were, you, Sir George, of all people breathing, 
have reaſon to be ſatisf'd with your lady's attach- 
ment. Every body talks of it; that little bird 
there, that ſhe killed out of jealouſy : the moſt ex- 
traordinary inſtance of affection that ever was given. 

Lady Fran. I kill a bird thro' jealouſy ! Hea- 
vens! Mr, Flutter, how can you impute ſuch a eru- 
elty to me? 

dir Geo. I cou'd have forgiven you if you had. 

D 2 Flut. 
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Flut. Oh what a blundering fool ; no, no, now 
1 remember, *twas your bird, lady Frances; that's, 
it, your bullfinch, which Sir George, i in one of the 
refinements of his paſſion, ſent into the wide world 
to ſeek its fortune; he took it for a knight in dil- 

uiſe. 

: Lady Fran. Is it poſſible! oh! Sir George! (goes 
to bin) cou'd I have imagined it was you who de- 
priv'd me of a creature I was ſo fond of 

Sir Geo. Mr. Flutter, you are one of thoſe buſy, 
idle, meddling people, who from mere vacuity of 
mind, are the moſt dangerous inmates of a family ; 
you have neither feelings nor opinions of your own, 
but, like a glaſs in a tavern, bear about thoſe of 
every blockhead who gives you his; and becauſe 
you mean no harm, think yourſelves excus'd, tho 
broken friendſhip, diſcords, and murders, are the 
conſequence of your indiſcretions. 

Flut. (taxing out tablets) Vacuity of mind; what 
was next, I'Il write down this ſermon; tis the firit 
I have heard fince my grandmother's funeral, 

Miſs Ogle. Come, lady Frances, you ſee what a 
cruel creature your loving huſband can be, ſo let us 
leave him. 

Sir Geo. Madam, lady Frances fhall not go. 

Lady Fran. Shall not, Sir George! This is the 
firſt time ſuch an a [ weeping. 

Sir Geo. My love! my life! 

Lady Fran. Don't i imagine I'll be treated like a 
baby ! OT what I wiih, and pacified with ſweet 


words. 


Miſs Ogle. (apart) The bullfinch! that's an ex- 
cellent ſubject, never let it down. 

Lady Fran. I ſee plainly you wou'd deprive me 
of every pleaſure, as well as of my ſweet bird, 
out of pure love—barbarous man! 

Sir Geo, Tis well, Madam; your reſentment of 
that circumſtance proves to me what I did not be- 


fore ſuſpect; that you are deficient both in tender- 


neſs and underſtanding. Tremble to think the 
| hour 
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hour approaches, in which you would give worlds 
for ſuch a proof of my lcve. Go, madam, give 
yourſelf to the public; abandon your heart to did - 
pations, and ſee if in the ſcenes of gaiety and folly 
that await you, you can find a recompence for the 
loſt affections of a doating huſband. 
| [ Exit Sir George. 
Flut, Lord, what a fine thing it is to have the 
gift of ſpeech ; I ſuppoſe Sir George practices at 
coach-makers hall, or the black horſe in Bond- 
ſtreet. © 
Lady Fran. He is really angry ; I cannot go. 
Mrs. Ra:k. Not go! fooliſh creature; you are ar- 
riv'd at the moment which ſome time or other was 
fure to happen, and every thing depends on the uſe 
you make of it. 
Miſs Ogle. Come, lady Frances, dont heſitate ; 
the minutes are precious. | 
Lady Fran. I could find in my heart! and yet I 
won't give up neither! it I ſhould in this inſtance, 
he'll expect it for ever! | 
Miſs Ogle. Now you act like a woman of ſpirit. 
[Exit Lady Frances, Mrs. Racket, and Mifs Ogle. 
Flut. A fair tug, by Jupiter, between duty and 
pleaſure; but pleaſure beats, and off we go, ſo 
triumph. 0 [Exit Flutter. 


SCENE draws and diſcovers an auttion-room, the 
auctioncer in his pulpit, flage full of people. 


* 


Aud. Mount Etna for twenty guineas, going; for 


five and twenty; thank you, madam; for thirty gui- 
neas, going, going; gone. (Enocting down) Will 
your ladyſhip pleaſe to take Mount Etna home in 
your coach? 

1/t Lady, Pray, Mr. Silyertongue, put up that 
Diana; but why, in the name of wonder, is Acteon 
placed at the top of a houſe ? 

Silver. Pardon me, my lady, the ſubject of that 
piece is another adventure than that of Acteon; is 
king David and Bathſheba. 3 

D 3 If Lag 
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if Lady. Oh! I recollect; yes, I have read of it 
1 Ovid's Metamorphoſes. 


Enter two Gentlemen. 


Gent. Was not that lady Frances Touchwood 
coming up with Mrs. Racket ? 


2d Cent. I think ſo; 'tis lady Frances, faith; 


let us go nearer. 


| 
| Enter Lady Frances, Mr. Racket, Aſs Ogle, 


Courtall, Oc. 


Silver. Yes, this is the firſt lot, and a curious ar- 
| ticle it is; the model of a city in wax; who puts 
dt up at more than ten guineas ? 
1/t Gen. The model of a city; what city? - 
| Silver. Call it Rome, Pekin, or London; *tis 
ſtill a city; you'll find in it the ſame jarring in- 
tereſt, the ſame paſſions, the ſame virtues, and the 
ſame vices, whatever the name; who bids ? 

1/t Gent, You may as well preſent us a map of 
terra incognita. 

Silver. Oh] pardon me, Sir ! a lively imagination 
wou'd convert this waxen city into an endleſs and 
intereſting amuſement. For inſtance, look into this 
little houſe on the right hand ; there are four old 
prudes 1 in it, taking care of thety neighbours repu- 
tations. This elegant manſion on the left, deco- 
rated with Corinthian pillars, who needs be told 
that it belongs to a court lord, and is the habitation 

of patriotiſm, philoſophy, and virtue: here's a city 
hall! the rich ſtreams that iſſue from the windows 
nouriſh a neighbouring work-houſe: here's a church, 
we'll paſs over that, the doors are ſhut; the par- 
ſonage bouſe comes next; we'll take a peep here, 
however; look at the doctor, he's alleep upon a vo- 
lume of Toland, whilſt his lady is putting on rouge 
for the maſquerade. Oh, ho, this can be no Eng- 
liſh city ! cur parſons are all orthodox, and their 

wives the Caughters of modeſty and meekneſs. 
2d Lady. 
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24 Lady. Pray go on. | 
Silver. Oh lord, madam, tis all the ſame; 
this tavern -in one room, half a dozen grey 
beards nodding over port and politics; in the next, 
a young man fleeced by tour gamblers, whom he 
miſtook for men of faſhion. There's the theatre, 
2 mere modern play-houſe ; you may faricy a new 
Tragedy or Comedy going forward ; obſerve the 
audience, did you ever obſerve a more agreeable 
group? Nobody bid? well, I muſt ſend it to Mrs. 
Wright, ſhe'll pop it under her apron, and turn it 
out ogain in fat aldermen, judges and generals. 
[Lady Frances and Miſs Ogle come forward, 
| followed by Courtall.} - 
| Lady Fran. I with Sir George was here; this 
man follows me about, and flares at me in ſuch-a 
way, that I am quite uneaſy. 

Miſs Ogle. He has travelPd, and is heir to an im- 
menſe eſtate, ſo he's impertment by patent. 

Court. You are very cruel to-day, pretty Lucy; 
you will not let me ſpeak to you; as for this little 
ſcornful beauty, ſhe has frown'd me dead fifty 
times. 

Lady Fran. (confurd) Sir, I am a married wo- 
Man. 

Court. A marrid woman ! a good hint; (afide) 
it wou'd be a ſhame, if ſo charming a woman was 
not married; but I ſee you're a Daphne, juſt come 
from your ſheep, and your meadows; your water- 
falls and your crook ! Pray, now, who is the happy 
Damon to whom you have vow'd eternal conſtaney ? 

Miſs Ogle. Tis lady Frances 'Touchwood, Mr. 
Courtall, to whom you are ſpeaking. 


=—4 


Court, Lady Frances! by Heaven, thar's Saville's 
old flame. I beg your ladyſhip's pardon, I ought 
to have believed that ſuch beauty cowd belong only 
to your name; a name | have been long enamour'd 
of, becauſe I knew it was that of the fineſt woman 
in the world. 


Silver. 
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Silver. Put up the other lot; a mummy, an 
Egyptian mummy ; it 'was confidant to a maid of 
honour, the third wife of king Seſoſtris, and the 


toaſt of Grand Cairo. 


I Gent. How do you know that? 

Silver. Nothing ſo eaſy ; we get at the genealogy 
of a mummy as eaſy as that of a horſe ; wha bids 
more than ten guineas? I warrant her a ſweet 
temper'd creature; twelve guineas—thank you Sir, 
an amiable mummy — fifteen guineas — eighteen 
guineas; I warrant her fweet temper ; I once had 
an Egyptian ſcold, tho? the had not been embalm'd 
above a thouſand years; her ſharp humours eat 
thro? all its ſear-cloths, and her bandages, to mere 
poudre marichelle. 

[ Mrs. Racket and Miſs Ogle come forward. 

Lady Fran. My dear Mrs, Racket, I'm fo 
frighten'd; there's a man making love to me, tho” 
he knows I am married. 

Ars. Rack. Oh! the fooner for that, my dear; 
don't mind him: and was you at the Feſtino laſt 
night, Mr. Courtall ? 

Court. I look'd in; *twas impoſſible to Bay; no- 
body there but antiques; keeping time and nod- 
ding, and dying away, as they did forty years ago, 


at the quivering bow of Geminiani. 


Lady Fran. Mrs. Racket knows him then; I am 
very ſorry I was ſo harſh. | 

Court, I have been ſo unfortunate as to offend 
this lady ; pray help me to make my excuſe. 

Lach Fran. Oh! dear Sir, I'm not at all offend- 
ed; I did not know you was a friend of Mrs. 
Racket's; I ſhall be happy to be known to Mrs. 
Racket's friends. 

Court. You tranſport me, madam ; vot offended ! 
I cannot expreſs my gratitude for the kind aſſur- 
ance ; you'll be at the Pantheon ? 

Mrs. Back. Ves, I go with lady Frances Tonch- 
wood; come, my lady (coking at her watch) "tis paſt 

one, 
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one, I proteſt; if we don't fly to Kenſington e 


ſhan't find a ſoul there. 

Lad) Fran. Pray, Mrs. Racket, don't this gen- 
tleman go with us? | 

Court, Certainly, madam, your damen gives 
me ſuperlative happineſs. {Exit the ladies) Lady 
Touchwood, with a vengeance; but your reſerv'd 
women, like ice, egad, no ſooner bogia to ſoften, 
than they melt. LE 


'End of the Second AR. 
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An Apparement at Hardy's. 
Emer Lettitia me Mrs. Racket. 


Mrs. Rack. E. OME, prepare, prepare, your 


lover 1s coming, 


Let. My lover! confeſs now, that my abſence at 


dinner was a ſevere mortification to him. 

Mrs. Rach. I can't abſolutely fwear it ſpoit'd his 
appetite ; he eat as if he was hungry, and drank 
his wine as tho” he liK'd it. | 

Let. What was the apology ? 

Mrs. Rack. That you were ill; but I gave him 
a hint that four extreme balhfulnels cou d not {up - 
port his eye. : 

Let. If x comprehe nd him, awkwardneſs and 
baſhfulneſs are the leaſt faults he can pardon 1 in a 
woman; ſo expect to ſee me transformed, into the 
verieſt Miis Mawkin, - . | 

Mrs. Rack. You perſevere then? : 

Let. Certainly ; I know the defign is a aſh ene, 
and the event important ; ; it either makes Doricourt 
| mine, 
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mine, by all the tendereſt ties of paſſion, or dgprives 


me of him for ever; and never to be his wife, will 
_—_ me leſs, than to be his wiſe and not to be 

v'd. | 

Mrs. Rack. So you won't truſtto the good old 
maxim, 3“, marry firſt, and love will follow??? 

Let. As ready as I would flake my laſt guinea, 
that good fortune.might follow. The woman who 
has not touch'd the heart of a man before he leads 
her to the altar, has ſcarcely a chance to charm it, 
when potlefſion and ſecurity turn their powerful 
arms againſt her; but here he comes, —Þ'll diſap- 
pear for a moment. Don't ſpare me. [Exit, 


Enter Doricourt, not ſeeing Mrs. Racket. 


Dor. So this is my miſtreſs, I preſume ; Ma Foi, 
the painter, has hit her of; the down- caſt eye, the 


bluſhing cheek, timid, apprehenſive, baſhful; a 


tear and a pray'r book, wou'd have made her La 
Belle Magdalina. 

Give me a woman, in whole touching mein, 

A mind, a ſoul, a poliſh'd art is ſeen ; | 

Whole motion ſpeaks, whoſe poignant air can move; 
Such are the darts, to wound with endleſs love. 

Ari. Rack. Is that an impromptu? 

Dor. Ma'm, ( farting) finely caught! (fide) not 
abſolutely ; ſtruck me during the deſert, as a motto 
for your picture. 8 

Ars. Rack. Gallantly turn'd! I perceive how- 
ever, Miſs Hardy's charms has made no violent 
impreſſion on yon, and who can wonder, the poor 
girl's defects are ſo obvious? 

Dor. Defeats! _ 

Mrs. Rack. Merely thoſe of education ; her fa- 
ther's indulgence ruin'd her; mauvaiſe honte, con- 
ceit and ignorance all unite in the lady you are to 
marry. 

Dor. Marry! I marry ſuch a woman; your pic- 
ture, I hope, is overcharg'd; I marry mauvaile 
honte! pertneſs and ignorance ! Is 

76. 
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Mrs. Rack, Thank your ſtars, that uglineſs and 
ill-temper are not added to the liſt ; you mutt think 
her handſome. 

Dor. Halt ker perſonal beauties wou'd content 


me; bur cou'd the Medician Venus be animated for 


me, and endow'd with a vulgar ſoul, I ſhou'd be- 


come the ſtatue, and my heart transform'd to mar- 


ble. 

Ars. Rack. Bleſs us; we are in a hep ful way 
then. 

Dor. There muſt be ſome envy in this ; the's a 
coquet, (af: ide) ha, ha, ha! and you imagine I'm 
perſuaded of the truth of your character? ha, ha! 
Miſs Hardy, I've been aſſur'd, madam, is elegant 
and accompliſh'd . but one muſt allow for a lady's 
Painting. 

Mrs. Rack. T'll be even with him for that, (afide ) 
ha, ha, ha! and ſo you have found me out? well, I 
proteſt J mean't no harm; "was only to encreaſe 
the eclat of her appearance, that I throw a veil 
over her charms. Here comes the lady ; her ele- 
gance and acoompliſhments will announce them- 
ſelves. | 


Enter Lettitia, running. 


Let. Laws, Couſin, do you know that our + roy 
oh! dear heart! I did'nt ſee you, Sir 
Hanging down her head, and dropping behind 
Ars. Racket. 
Mrs. Rack. Fy, Lettitia; Mr. Doricourt thinks 


you a woman of elegant manners; ſtand forward, 


and confirm his opinion. 


Let. No, no! keep before me; he's my ſweet- 
heart, and *tis impudent to look one's ſweetheart 1 in 
the face, you know. 

Mrs. Rack. You'll allow, in future, for a lady's 
painting, Sir, ha, ba! 

Dor. I'm aſtoniſh'd! 

Let. Well, hang it, Pl take heart; why he is but 


a man, you know, couſin, and I'll let him ſee, I was 
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not _ in a wood to be ſcar'd by an owl ; (half a 
part a dt aner, end icokes at him thro* her fingers) he, 
he, a+ | 1 80 up? 


1m, and makes a very fliff formal 
cure, You have been a great traveller, Sir, I 


Los, Tes, madam. 

Ee. Then 1 with you'd tell us about the fine 
fight: mou aw wiaen you went over ſea. I have 
read i”: , that there's ſome countries where the 
men and weinen are all horſes ! did you ſee any of 

them ? 

Me. Rach. Mr. Doricourt is not prepared, my 
gear, for theſe enquiries ; he is reflecting on the im- 
portance of the queſtion, and will 2 80 when 
he can. 

Let. When he can? why he's as ſlow in | ſpeech as 
aunt Margery, when ſhe's reading Thomas Aqui- 
nas, and ſtands gaping like - Mumchance. 

Mr. Rack, Have a little diſcretion. 

Let. Hold your tongue; ſure I may ſay what 1 
pleaſe before I am married, if I can't afterwards ; 
do you think a body don't know how to talk to a 


FTwee:-heart ; he is not the firſt I never had. 


Dor. Indeed! 
Let. He ſpeaks— [afide ) why not; if you muſt 


know, there was the curate at home, when papa 


was a hunting, he us'd to come a ſuitoring, and 
make ſpeeches to me out of books: nobody knows 
what a mort of fine things he us'd to ſay to me, 
and call'd me Venus! and Juba! and Dinah! 

Der. And pray, fair lady, how did you anſwer 
him ? 

Let, Why, I us'd to ſay, look you, Mr. Curate, 
don't think to come over me with your flim-flams, 
for a better man than ever trod in your ſhoes is com- 
ing over ſea to marry me; but I fegs, I begin 
to think I was out; parſon Dobbin's was the ſpright- 
fuller man of the two. 


Dor. Surely, this cannot be Miſs Hardy ! 


3 


Let. 
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Let. Laws, why don't you know me? You ſaw 
me to- day, but I was daunted before my father and 
the lawyer, and all them, and did not care to ſpeak 
out; ſo may be you thought I could not, but 1 can 
talk as faſt as any body, when I knows folks a lit- 
tle: and now I've ſhewn my parts, I hope you'll 
like me better. 


-” 


Enter Mr. Hardy. 


Mr. Hardy. I foreſee this won't do, Mr. Dori- 
court ! may be you take my daughter for a foal, but 


you are miſtaken ; ſhe's as ſenſible a girl as any in 


7 
or. I am convinc'd ſhe has a very nncommon 


underſtanding, Sir. I did not think he'd been ſuch 
an aſs. 1 25 


Let. My father will undo the hole; Fafide) 


laws, papa, how can you think he can take me for 


a fool, when every body knows I beat the potecary 
at conundrums laſt Chriſtmas time; an didn't I 


make a ſtring of names all in riddles for the lady's - 


diary. There was a little river and a great houſe, 


that was Newcaltle ; there was what a lamb fays, 


and three letters—that was ba! and ker, Baker! 

Hardy. Ba! zouns! you'll make me mad in a mo- 
ment! I tell you, Sir, that for all this, ſhe's devil- 
iſh ſenſible ! 


Dor. Sir, I give all poſſible credit to your aſſer- 


tions. (biting his nails.) 


Let. Laws, papa, Pl come along; if you ſtand 


watching, how can my ſweet-heart break his mind, 
and tell me how he admires me? 
Dor. That woy'd be difficult indeed, madam. 
Hardy. I tell you, Letty, Pl have no more of 
thibze 1 ſee well enough 


Let. Laws, don't ſnub me before my huſband 


that is to be; you'll teach him to ſnub me too; and 
I beheve, by his looks, he'd like to begin now, ſo 
let us go eouſin; you may tell the gentleman what 
a genius I have; how I 0 cut watch-papers, work 

cat- 
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cat gut, make quadril baſkets wit]: pins, and take 


profiles in thades ; ay, as well as the lady at No. 62, 


South Molton- ſtreet, Groſvenor- ſquare. 
[lee xit, with Hardy pulling him. 
Ars. Rack. What think you of my painting now? 
Dor. Oh! mere water colours, madam! the lady 
has caricatur'd your picture! 


Mrs. Rack. And how does ſhe ſtrike you on the 


Whole? | 
Dor. Like a good deſign, ſpoil'd by the incapacity 

of the artiſt; her faults are evidently the reſult of 

her father's weak indulgence ; I obſerv'd expreſſion 


in ker eye, that ſeem'd to ſatiriſe the folly of her 


F 


1 | . X 
Mrs. Rack. But at her age, when education is 


fix'd, and manner becomes nature, hopes of im- 


Provement.— ”.. ; | | 
Dor. Wou'd be as rational, as hopes of gold 
from a jugler's crucible. | 
Mrs. Rack. I'm pleas'd your misfortune fits no 
heavier. | | | 
Dor. Your pardon, madam; ſo mercurial was 
the hour in which I was born, that misfortunes al- 


ways go plump to the bottom of my heart, like a 
pebble in water, and leave the ſurface unruitied ; 1 


ſhall certainly ſet off for Bath, or the other world 
to-night ; but whether I ſhall uſe a chaiſe with four 
ſwift courſers, or go of in a tangent from the 
aperture of a piſtol, deſerves conſideration !. ſo 1 
make my adieus! _ 

Mr. Rack. Oh! but I entreat you poſtpone 
your journey *till to-morrow, determine on which 

wul ; you mult be this night at the maſquerade. 

Dor. Maſquerade ! » 

Ars. Ruck. Why not; if you reſolve to viſit the 
other world, you may as well take one night's plea- 
ſure in this, you know. 

Dor. Faith, that's very true; ladies are the beſt 
philoſophers after all; expect me at the maſquerade, 


[ Exit. | 


Mrs. 
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Mrs. Rack. He's a charming fellow; I think 


Lettitia ſhan't have him. [ going. 


Enter Hardy. 


Hardy. What! he's gone! | 
Mrs. Rack. Ves; and I am glad he is, vou 


' wou'd have ruin'd us. Now I beg, my dear Mr. 


Hardy, you won't interfere in this buſineſs; it is 
a little-out of your way. [Exit 

Hardy. Hang me if I don't; tho? I foreſee very 
clearly what will be the end of it if I leave you 
to yourſelves ; ſo I'll e'en follow him to the maſque- 
rade, and tell him all about it; let me ſee, what 


mall my dreſs be? A great Mogul! no. A grena- 


dier! no; that I foreſee won't make a laugh. Han 
me if I dowt ſend to little Quick, he's about my 
make, and borrow. his Jew Iſaac's dreſs ; aye, that's 
it, I'Il be cunning little Iſaac; if they complain of 
my want of wit, Lil tell em the curs'd Duenna- 
wears the breeches, and has ſpoil'd my parts. ¶ Exit. 


.S8SCEN E at Courtall's, : 


Enter Courtall, Saville, and four others, from ar 
apartment in the back ſcene ; the three It thpſy. 


Court. You ſhan't go yet; another catck and an- 
other bottle. R | 
1// Gen, May I be a bottle, and an empty bottle, 
if you catch me at that; why IT am going to the 
maſquerade, Jack; you know who I'mcan is to 


meet me, and we are to have a leap at the new 


luſtres. | 
24 Gen. And I am going too; a Harlequin; ani 
not I in a pretty pickle to make Harlequimade ? and 
Toney here he's going in the diſguiſe of a gentle- 
Man, . | , 
1 Gen. We are all very well diſguis'd ; ſo bid 
'em draw up, d'yc, hear. [Exeunt three gentlemen, 
Sav. Thy ſcull, Courtall, is a lady's thimble; no, 


an egplhell. L Pi 
; 1 4 gurt. 
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Court. Nay then, you are gone too; you never 
aſpire to ſimiles, but in your cups. 14554824 

Sav. No, no; I'm ſteady enough; but the fumes 
of the wine paſs directly thro' the eggſhell, and 
leave thy brain as cool as— I am quite ſober ; my 
fimiles fail me. N 
Court, Then we'll fit down here, aud have one 
ſober bottle. Wine and glaſſes, 

Sav. Dil not ſwallow another drop; no, tho' the 
juice ihou'd be the true Falernian, 

Court, By the bright eyes of her you love, you 
ſhall driak her health, . 8 

T hey fit, and ſervant bringt 23.7, 

Save Ah! (filing down) her I lov'd is gone ; 
the's married. 5 

Court. Then bleſs your ſtars, you're not her huſ- 
band ; Iwou'd be huſband to no woman in Europe, 
that was not devilidh rich and deviliſh ugly. 

Sav. Wheretore ugly ? LEW : 

Court. Becauſe ſhe cou'd not have the conſcience 


to exact thoſe attentions that a pretty wife expects; 


or if ſhe ſhou'd, her reſentments wou' d be perſectly 
eaſy to me; no one wou'd undertake to revenge her 
cauſe. 

Sav. Thou art a moſt licentious fellow. 

Court. I ſhou'd hate my own wife, that's certain; 


but I have a warm heart tor thoſe of other people, 


and ſo here's the prettieſt wife in England-—lady . 
Frances Touchwood, 
Sav. Lady Frances Tonchwood! J rife to drink 


her; (riſes) how the devil came lady Frances in 


your head? I never knzw you give à woman of 
chaſtity before 
Court, That's odd; for you {they fit ) have heard 
me give half the women of faſhion in England; 
but pray now, wiat do you take a woman of chaſ- 
tity to be? [ /aceringly. 
: Sav. Such a woman as lady Frances Touchwood, 
ir, 
| Court, 
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Court. Oh! you're grave, Sir; I remember you 
was an adorer of her's ; why did*nt you marry her? 

Sav. I had not the arrogance to look ſo high; 
had my fortune been worthy of her, the ſhou'd not 
have been ignorant of my admiration. 

Caurt. Precious fellow! what, I ſuppoſe you 
wou'd not dare tell her now that you admire her? 

Sav. No! nor you! 

Court. By the lord, I have told her ſo. 

Sav. Have impoſſible ! 

Court. Ha, ha! is it fo? 

Sav. How did ſhe receive the declaration? 

Court. Why in the old way; bluſh'd and frown' d, | 
and ſaid ſhe was married. 

Sav. What amazing things art thas eapable of 2 
I could more eaſily have taken the pope by the 


beard, than prophan'd her ears with ſuch a decla- 


ration! 

Court. Ha, ha, ha! I fall meet her at the Pan- 
theon to-might, where I thall repeat it; and ll lay 
my life, under a maſk, ſhe'll hear it all without 

a bluſh. or trown. 

Sav. Is falſe, Sir! ſhe won't! Fring) 

Court. She will; {riſes ) nay, I'd venture a good 
round ſum, that I prevail on her to go out with me ! 
' onl y to taſte the freih air, I mean. 

Sav. Prepoſterdus vanity! from this moment I 
ſuſpect, that half the victories you have boaſted are 
falſe and flanderous as your pretended influence 
with lady Frances, 


Court. Pretended! ha, ha, ha! how ſhouw'd ſuch 
a fellow as you now, who never ſoar d beyond 
Is Cherry check'd daughter of a ploughman m' 


Norfolk, judge of the influence of a man of my 
figure and habits. I could ſhew thee a liſt, in which. 
there are names to ſhake thy faith in the whole ſex; 


and. to that liſt I have no doubt oſ adding the name 


of lady 


E 3 Fav. 
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Sav. Hold, Sir; my ears cannot bear the profu- 


nation; you cannot, dare not, approach her ;. tor- 


your ſul, you dare not mention love to her; her 
look wou'd freeze the word, While it lower” d on thy 
licentious lips. 

Court. Well, well, we ſhall ſee; this. evenings by 
Jupiter, the trial (hall be made; it I fail, I tail. 


Sav. I think thou dareſt not; but my life, my 


honour, on her purity |! | EA.. 

Court. Hot-headed fool; but ſince he has brought 
it to this point, by gad, II try what can be done 
with her ladythip;; ( muſing, rings à bell ſhe's froſt 

vork, and the prejudice of education yet ſtrong, 
ergo, pathonate profeſſi ons, will only inflame her 
pride, and put her on her guard; for other arts 
then ( enter fer vant } Dick, do you know any of 
the ſervants at Sir George Touchweed's ? 
Dich. Yes, Sir; I know the groom and one of 

the houſe-maids ; tor matter o'that, ſhe's my own 
couſin, and *twas my mother that hoped her to the 
place. 

Court. Do you know lady Frances's maid ? 

Dick. J caw't fay, as how I know ſhe. 

Court. Do you know Sir George's valet? 

Dick.. No, Sir; but Sally, is very thick with Mr. 
Gibſon, Sir George's gentleman. 

Court, Then go there directly; and employ Sall y 
to diſcover, whether her maſter goes to the Pan- 
theon this evening; and it he docs, the name of 
the ſhop that ſold his habir. 

Dick. Ves, Sir. 

Court. Be exact in row intelligence; and come 
to me at Boodle's. [Exit Dick. ] If I can no 
otherwite ſueceed, Fil beguile her, as Jove did Ale- 
mena, in the thape of her huſband ;- the poſſeſſion 
of ſo fine a woman; the triumph over Saville, arc 
each a ſufficient motive; and united they ſhall be 


reſiſtleſs. Exit. 


SCENE, 


— a | 4 
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8 CG" N E, a Street, 


Enter Saville. : | "ob 


Fav. The air has recover'd me; what have 1 
been doing? Perhaps my petulance, may be the 
cauſe of her ruin, whoſe honour” I atlertcd ; his 


vanity is piqued, and when women are cencan'd, 


Courtall can be a villain. © [Err Dich, paſſuig l im 
heſtily, and bowing. ] Hah! that's his fervant Vick. 
Dick. (returning Sir. 
Sau. Where are you going, Dick? | 
Dick. Going, Sir: I'm going, Sir, where my 
maſter ſent me. 
" Sav. Well anſwer'd; but I have a very particu- 
lar reaſon for my enquiry, and you mult tell me. 
Dick. Why, then, Sir, I'm going to call upon a 
couſin of mine that lives at Sir George Touchwood's. 
Sau. Very well; there [gives money) you muſt 
make your couſin drink my health; what are you 
going about ? 
Dick. Why, Sir, I believe 'tis no barm, or: elſe 
ways I'm ſure I would not blab; Pm only going 


to ax, if Sir George goes to the maſquerade to- 


night, and what drefs he wears. 
Sav. Enough ! now, Dick; if you'll call at my 
lodgings in your way back, and acquaint me with 


your  coutin's intelligence, Pl double the trifle 1 


have grven you. 
Dick. Bleſs your honour 3 III call, never fea 
me. Exit. 
Sav. Surcly the occahon may juſtify the means; 
tis doubly my duty to be lady Frances's Protector; 
Courtall, 1 fee, is planning an artful ſeheme; but 
- Saville tall out plot him. [ Eat, 


a SCENE 
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s EN E Sir George Toachwood's. 
Euter Sir George and Villers. 


Fil. For ſhame, Sir George! you have left lady 
Frances almoſt in tears; how can you afflict her? 

Sir Geo. *Tis I that am afflicted; my dream of 
happineſs is over; lady Frances and I are diſunited. 

Vil. The devil! why you have been in town but 
ten days; ſhe can have made no acquaintance for a 
Commons affair yet. 7 ' 

Sir Geo. Phot *tis our minds that are diſunited; 
ſhe no longer places her whole delight in me; ſhe 
has yielded herſelf up to the world. Z 

Vil. Yielded herſelf up to the world; why did'nt 
you bring her to town in a cage! then ſhe might 
have taken a peep-at the world ? but what, after all, 
has the world done? A twelvemonth ſince you was. 
the gayeſt fellow in it; #f any body aſk'd who dreſſes 
beſt ? Sir George Touchwood ! who is the molt gal- 
lant man? Sir George Touchwood ! who the moſt 
wedded to amuſement and diffipation ? Sir George 
Touchwood ! and now Sir George is metamor- 
phos'd into a ſour cenſor, and talks of faſhionable 
life with as much bitterneſ;, as the old crabb'd 
fellow in Rome there. | 

Sir Geo. The moment I became -polleſs'd of ſuch 
a jewel as lady Erances, every thing wore a differ- 
ent complexion ; that ſociety in which I liv'd with 
ſo mach eclat, became the object of my terror; and 


I think of the manners of polite life, as I do of the 


atmoſphere of a peſt-houſe. My wife is already in- 
fected; ſhe was ſet upon this morning by maids, 
widows, and batchelors, who carried her off in tri- 
umph, in ſpite of my diſpleaſure. 

Fil. Aye, to be ſure; there wou'd have been no 
triumph in the caſe, if you had not oppos'd it; but 
I have heard the whole ſtory from Mrs. Racket, 
and: 
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and I aſſure you, lady Frances did not enjoy the 
morning at all; ſhe wiſh'd tor you fifty times. 

Str Geo. Indeed! are you ſure of that? 

Vil. Perfectly ſure. 7 

Sir Geo, I with I had known it; my uneaſineſs at 
dinner was occalion'd by very different ideas. 

Vil. Here then the comes, to receive your apo- 
logy; but if ſhe is true woman, her diſpleaſure will 

«Tile in proportion to your contrition; and, till you 
| are careleſs about her pardon, the won't grant it; 

owever, I'll leave you; matrimonial duets are fel- 
dom ſet in the ſtile I like, [ Exit. 


Enter Lady Frances. 


Sir Geo. The ſweet ſorrow that glitters in thoſe 
eyes, I-cannot bear; (embraces her) look chearfully 
my love. | 

Lady Fran. I cannot look otherwiſe, if you are 
pleas' d with me. 

Sir Geo, Well, Fanny, to-day you made your 
entre in the faſhicaable world; tell me honeſtly the 
imp reſſions you receiv'd, 1 94 | 

Lady Fran. Indeed, Sit George, I was ſo hurried 
rom place to place, that I had not time to find cut 
what my impreſſions were. | 

Sir Geo, That's the very ſpirit of the liſe you have 
choſen. 

Lady Fran, Every body about me ſcem'd happy: 
but every body ſecm'd in a hurry to be happy 

ſomewhere elſe. | 
Sir Geo. And you like this? | 2 

Lady Fran. One mult like, what the reſt of the 
world likes. | 

Sir Geo. Pernicious maxim | 

Lady Fran. But my dear Sir George, you have 
not promis'd to ga-with me to the matquerade ?. 

Sir Geo. Twou'd be a ſhocking indecorum to be 
ſeen together, you know. . 

| Lady 
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Lady Fun Oh1- no; I aſk'd Mrs. Racket, and 
ſhe told me we might be ſeen at the maſquerade to- 
gether, without being — at. 

Sir Geo, Really !— 

Lady Fran, Indeed, to tell you the truth, 1 
cou'd with it was the faſhion for married people to 
be inſeparable ; for I have more heart-felt ſatisfac- 
tion fifteen minutes with you at my fide, than fif- 
teen days of amuſement ccu'd give me without 
you. 

Sir Geo. My ſweet. creature! how that confeſſion 
charms me; let us begin the faſhion. (embracing. 

Lady Fran. Oh, impoſſible! we ſhou'd not gain 
a ſingle proſelite; and you camt conceive what 
ſpightful things wou'd be ſaid of us. At Kenſing- 
ton, to-day, a' x lady met us, whom we ſaw at court, 
when we were preſented 3 ſhe lifted up her hands in 
amazement ; bleſs me! ſaid ſhe, to her. companions, 
here's lady Frances, without Sir Hurlo Thrumbo ! 
my dear Mrs. Racket, think what an important 
charge you have; for Heaven's ſakę, take her home 
again, or ſome enchanter, or a flying dragon, will 
deſcend and carry her off. Oh! faid another, I 
dare ſwear, lady Frances has a clue to her heel, 
like the peerleſs Roſamond; her tender ſwain wou'd 


never have truſt'd her ſo far without ſuch a pres. 


caution. 

Sir Geo. Heaven and earth! how ſball {innocence 
preſerve its luſtre, amidſt manners ſo corrupt? My 
dar Fanny, I feel a ſentimeat for thee at this mo- 


ment, tenderer than love; more animated than paſ- 


ſion. I cou'd weep over that -purity, expos'd to 
the ſullying breath of faſhion and the ton; in whoſe 


latitudinary vortex, Chaſtity herſelf can ſcarce. 


move unſpotted ? 


Enter Gibſon, | 


Fir Geo. How, now? 
Gib/on, Your honour talk'd, I thought, ſome- 
thing about going to the maſquerade ! 
Sir 


ſome- 


Sir 
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Sir Geo, Well? 

Gibſon... Iont — bas nt your TEA. thought, 
perhaps your honour had forgot to order a dreſs. 

Lady Fran. Well conſidered, Gibſon; come, will 
you be Jew, Turk, or Heretick; a Chineſe em- 
peror, or a ballad-finger, a rake, or a watchman * ? 

Sir Geo. Oh, neither my love! I can't take the 

*trouble to ſupport a character. 

Lady Fran. You'll wear a domino then ; I ſaw a 
pink domino trimnvd. with blue, at the ſhop where 1 
bought my habit; wou'd you like it? 

Hr Geo, Any thing! any thing! 

Lady Fran. Then go about it directly, Gibſon ; 
a pink domino trimm'd with blue, and a hat of the 
ſame; come, you, have not ſeen my dreſs yet; it is 

»moſt beautiful, I long to have it on. [ Exeunt. 

Gibſon. A pink domino trimm'd with blue, and 
a hat of the fame ; what the devil can it ſignify to 
Sally now, what his dreſs is to be ? Sure the flut 
has not made an aſſignation to meet her maſter. 

Ex: 


End of RE Third Act. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Maran; an 


Aſount. Y \ HO” LL buy my noſtrums? Whol 


buy my noſtrums? 
1/ 2 . What are they? (all maſts come round.) 
; us Different 1. rts, and for different cuſtom- 


ers; here's a liquor for ladies, it expels the rage of 
gaming and gallantry; here's a pill for members of 


parliament, good to ſettle coniciences ; here's an 


eye · water for jealous eee it thickens the vi- 


ſual 


OY 
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ſual membrane, thro' which they ſee too clearly ; 
here's a decoction for the clergy, it never fits eaſy, 
if the patient has more than one living; here's a 
draught for lawyers, a great promoter + modeſty ; . 
here's a powder for poets, *twill rectify the fumes of 
an empty ſtomach, and make them dream of beef 
and pudding. 
1 Maſt. Have you a noſtrum that can give pa- 
tience to young heirs, whoſe uncles and fathers are 
{tour and hearty ? 
© Mount. Les; and I have an infuſion for credi- + 
tors; it gives reſignation and humility, when fine 
gentlemen break thro* promiſes, or Plead their pri- 
velege. 
| 1 Maſt. Come along; I'll find cuſtomers for 
your whole cargo. (all retire.) 


5. Sa Folly. | 
24 Moſt Hey, Tom Fool; what buſineſs have 


you here ? 
Folly. What, Sir! affront a prince in his own do- 
minions! ; 


Enter Doricourt, meeting a maſk, 


Dor. Ha, my lord! vous vice; I thought you 
had been engag'd at Weſtminſter, on this import- 
ant night. | 

Maſk. So T am; I flipt out, as ſoon as lord 
Trope got upon. his legs; I can badanage here an 
hour or two, and be back before he is down; ; there's 
a fine figure, I'll addreſs her. 


Enter Lettitia. 
Maſt. Charity, fair lady ! charity for a poor Pik | 


rim 
Let. Charity ! if you mean my prayers, heaven 

grant the loſt pilgrim 
Maſt. That bleſſing wou'd do from a devotee; ; 
from you I alk other charities; ſuch charities as 
beauty 


ee 


* 
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beauty ſhould Nav. ſoft looks, ſweet words, and 


kind wiſhes. 

Let. Alas! T am bankrupt of theſe, and forc'd 
to turn beggar myſelf; there he is; how ſhall I 
catch his attention ? 

Maſt. Will you grant me no favour } "By 

| Let. Yes, one; Pll make you my partner, not 

for life, but thro? the ſoft mazes of a minuet ; dare 
you dance? 

Dor. Some ſpirit in that. 

Maſt. That, lady, is againſt my vow ; bit here 
is a man of the world, — 


_ (Lettitia takes out one of the maſks, and dances a minuet.) 


Dor. Do you know her, my lord ? 

Maſk. No ! ſuch a woman as that, would formerly 
be known in any diſguiſe, but beauty is now com- 
mon ; Venus ſeems to have given her ceſtos to the 
whole ſex. 

Dor. (during the minuet) She dances divinely ! 
(when it end;) ſomebody muſt know ker! let us en- 
quire who ſhe is. ' T.. 


Enter Hardy, in 10 dreſs of Iſaac Mendoza. 


Hardy. Why is'nt it a ſhame, to ſee fo many 
ſtout, well-built, young fellows maſquerading, and 
cutting capers here at home, inſtead of making the 
French cut capers to the tune of cannon ; or ſweat- 
ing the Spaniards with an Engliſh fandango? 1 
foreſee the end of all this. (comes down.) 

1/ Maj. Why, thou little teſty Iſraelite; back 
to Duke's place, and preach your tribe into a ſub- 
fcription for the good of the land, on whoſe milk 
and honey you fatten ; where are your Joſhua's, and 
your Gideon's? aye, what! all GEE into ſtock- 
brokers, pedlars and ragmen? 

Hardy. No! not at all; ſome of us turn Chriſ- 
tians, and by degrees, grow into all the priviledges 
of Engliſhmen ; in the ſecond generation, we ate 
patriots, rebels, courtiers and huſbands. (putting 
his hand to his forehead.) 


Y _ T W l 
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T wo other maſts advance. 

24 Maſt. What, my little Iffiae, how the devil 
came you here? where's your old Margaret? 

Hordy. Oh! I have get rid of her. 

Maſk. How? x 

Hardy. Why, I perſuaded a young Iriſuman 
ſhe was a blooming plump beauty of eighteen; ſo 
they made an elopement, and the is now the toaſt 
of Tipperary ! Ha, theres couſin Racket, and her 
party; they ſhan't know me. 

Rack. Look at this dumplin few, he muſt be a 
Levite by his figure; you have ſurely pradtis'd the 
fleſh- fork e while iriend; to haue rais'd 9 
goodly prefenice? 

Hardy. About as long, my briſk widow, as you 
have been angling for a ſecond huſband; but, my 
Hook has been hetter baited than yours; you have 
only caught gudgeons, J ſee. 

Flut. This is one of the genuiſes they have td 
entertain the company with, their accidental fal- 
lies; let me look at your PIT book; 1 
want a few good things. ; 

Hardy. PF oblige you, with all my heart, but 
you'll ſppil them in repeating for ncbody will 
believe they are your o ]wWVw . 

Sir Ged. He knows you, der the little gen- 
tleman fancies himſclf a wit, Le. 

Hardy. There's no depending upen What. you 
ſee ; the eyes of the jealous are not to be truſted; 
look to your lady. 

Flut. He knows you, Sir George. 5 

Sir Geo. What, am I the town talk ? (aft mY ) 

Hardy. I can neither fee Doricourt nor Letty ; 
I muſt find them out. Hardy goes ups ) 7 
-- Rack. Well, lady Frances, is not all this charm- 
ing? cou'd you h. ave Fonceiv'd luch a brilliant al- 
ſembly of objects? » 

Lady Fran. Deliglitful4 the days of enchant- 
ment are reſtor d! the columns glow with. faphires 
| TW: and 


ſtrutting in the dreſs of an emperor ? his father 


Es nter Saville, wb ames; Babited: like lady Frances, 


N 
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and rubies! Emperors, fairies, beauties, and, 1 
d arfs, meet at every ſtep k 
Sir Geo. How lively are firſt, impreſſions on . { 
ſible minds; in four hours vapidity and languor, | 
will take place of thateexquiſite ſenſe of joy, w Rach 5 
flutters your little heart. 1 
Rack, What an inhuman ereature! Fate has not 
allow'd us the ſenſations, above ten times in our 
lives ; and wou'd you have us ſhorten them by an-- 
uicipation? | 
Flut. Oh Lord your Villen are the greateſt: 
fools upon earth; they reaſon about their enjoy- 
ment, and analize their pleaſures, whilſt the eflence 
eſcapes; look, lady Frances, d'ye ſee that figure, 


retails oranges in Botolph-lane, and his mother was 
the daughter of a tripe- ſeller; that gypſey is 
maid of honour, and that rag- man is a tan, 

Lady Fran. Why you know every body. 

Flut. Oh, every creature! a maſk is nothing 
at all to me; I can give you the hiſtory of half the 
people here; in the next apartment there's a whole 
family, who, to my knowlege, have liv'd on cow- heels 

and waterscreſſes this month, to make a figure here 
to-night ; but to make up for that, they 1 cram 
their pockets with cold ducks and chickens, for. a 
carnival to-morrow. ? 

Lady Fran. Oh! I ſhould like to ſee this prov i- 
dent family, : '! | - 

Flut. Honour me with your arm. | 

[Exit Flutter and Lady Frances. 

Sir Gro. I was going to follow ber, and now I 
dare not: how can I be ſuch a fool, to be gor ern'd 
by. the fear of that ridicule Wee I:diſpiſe? | 

Zei Sir George, 


Fav. J have ſeen Courtall in Sir George” s habit, 
tho* he endeavours to keep himſelf -conceaPd ; go 
and ſeat yourſelf in the tea-room, and on no ac- 

F. e count 
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count diſcover your face. Remember ( Ay) that 
the woman you perſonate is a woman of virtue. 
Kitty. I am afraid I fhall find that a difficult 
character; indeed I believe tis ſeldom kept up 
thro' a whole maſquerade. 
Sav. Of that you can be no judge; follow my 
directions, and you ſhall be rewarded. [Exit 2" 


Fyuter Doricourt, 


Der. Ha, Saville! did 225 ſee a lady Jane Juk 
now? 

- Sav. No. : | 

Dor. Very odd no body knows her. 

Sav. Where is Miſs Hardy ? | 

Dor. Cutting ee and making connun- 
drums. 

Sav. What do you mean? 

Dor. Faith, I hardly know; [ſhe's not here how-. 
ever, Mrs. Rocker tells me I afk'd' n further. 

Sav. Your indifference ſeems encreas d. 
Dor. Quite the e, net ytws 1 025 to- 


wards hatred. I 4c: 


Sav. You are jeſting. 

Der. Then it muſt be with a very i grace, my 
dear Saville, for I never felt ſo ſeriouſly ; do you 
know the creature is almoſt an deot ?., ' 

Sav. Who? 

- Dor. Am ideot ! what the devil Mall I out with 
her? I'll feign myſelf mad, and then Hardy will 
propoſe to cancel the engagements. 

Sav. An excellent expedient z I muſt leave you; 
you are myſterious, and J can't ſtay to unravel you; 
came here to watch over innocence and beauty. 

Dor. The guardian of innocence and beauty at 
three and twenty! is there not a cloven foot under 
that black gown, Saville ? 

Sav. No faith; Courtall is here on a moſt detef. 
table deſign. 1 found means to get a knowledge 


of the lady's dreſs, and Rae e brought a girl to per- 
ſonate 
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It ſonate her, whoſe reputation cannot be hurt.; yon 
ap ſhall know the reſult to-morrow. Adieu! 2 
f | . fen Saville, 

17 Dor. (muſing) Ves; I think that will do; I'll 
2 feign myſelf mad; fee the doctor to pronounce 
| me” meurable; and when the *parchments are de- 

Rroy'd— 29100 lic 


a Enter Lettitia, and ſings. 
8 O : N G. 
Wake thou fon of dulneſs wake, 
From thy drowſy ſonſes: Mate 


A* 1 2 All the ſpells that care. employs, 
| | Cheating mortals of their Joys. 


Ag 9 $6 Light wing*d ſpirits hither haſte, 
; 558 2 
I/ho prepar d for martal taſle 
All the pifts that pleaſure fends, 
rn Zu'＋y bt; 4 that youth atterds. 


177, auco his feelings, reufe his ſoul, 
WEilF*he ſparkling moments roll; 


2 Did him <vate to new delight, 
* ö * ; 8 rown'd the magic of the night. 
Dor. The ſame ſweet creature! aſrde.) 
h [.ct. You have choſen an odd fituation for ſtudy; 
11 faſhion and taſte preſide on this ſpot; they throw 
their ſpells around you; ten thouſand delights ſpring b 
3 up at their command; and you a ſtoick, a being 

; without ſenſes, are wrapt/in reflection“, 

2 Dor. And you, the moſt charming being in the 
— World, awake me Uto admitztion! did you come 
r from the ſtar s??? 0 | 

Let. Yes; and I ſhall reaſcend in a moment. 
8 Dor. Pray ſnew me your face before you go. 
1 Let. Beware of imprudent curioſity; it loſt Pa- 
* radice. ö 6 | | 
e 


; F Tr ; L 8 3x7 2 9 "24 * 
Dor. Eve's curioſity was rais'd by the devil; tis 
an angel tempts mine; ſo your alluſion is not in 
point. 77 
8 F Let, 


- 4 
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Let. But why would you ſee me face ? 

Dor. To fall in love with it. 

Let. And what then ? 

Dor. Why then ; ay, curſe it; there's the rub, 

(l. 

Let. Vour miſtreſs will be angry ; ; but perhaps 
you have no miſtreſs ? 

Dor. Ves; and a ſweet one ſhe is. 

Let. What, is ſhe old? 

Dor. No! 

Let. Ugly ? 

Dor. No! 

Let. What then ? 

Dor. Pho! don't talk about her ; but ſhew me 
your face. 

Let. My vanity forbids it; *twould frighten you! 

Dor. Impoflible ! your ſhape is graceful ; your 
air bewitching ; your boſom tranſparent ; and your 
chin would tempt me to kiſs it, if I did not ſee a 
pouting red lip above it that demands—— 

Let. You grow too free. 

Dor. Shew me your face then, only half a glance. 

Let. Not for worlds! 

Dor. What, you will have a little gentle force. 
(attempts to ſeize her maſk.) 

Let. I am gone for ever. [ Exit. 


Enter Flutter, Lady Frances in the middle, and Sa- 
ville. 


Lady Fran. How can you be thus err for 
a ſtranger ? 

Sav. Goodneſs will ever intereſt ; its home is 
heaven, on earth tis but a wanderer. Imprudent 
lady, why have you left the fide of your natural 
protector? Where's your huſband: 2 

Lady Fran. Surely it can't be merely his habit! 
there's ſomething in him that awes me ! 

Flut. Pho; *tis only his grey beard; I a Wm, 


ke kept a lottery · office in Corn-hill. 
Ser. 


'S 
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Sav. My province, as an enchanter, lays open 
every ſecret to me, lady: chere are dangers abroad, 
beware! N Eri. 

Lady Fran. Tis very odd; his manners has 
made me tremble: let is ſeek Sir George. 

Flut. Here he is coming towards us. ( Courtall 
comes forward habited like Sir George.) 
Court. There the is; if I can dilengage her from 
that fool, Flutter ; crown me ye ſchemes with im- 

mortal wreaths! 

Lady Fran. O my dear Six George! I am re- 
joic'd to ſee you! an old conjuror has been fright- 
ening me with his propheſies ; where's Mrs. 5 5 r 
Why do you keep on your maſk, tis too warm? 

Court. Tis too warm, I want air; let us go. 

Lady Fran. Vou ſeem quite agitated ; ſhan't we 
bid our company adieu? 

Court. No, no! there's no time for forms; I'll 
juſt give directions to the carriage, and be with you 
in a moment; (going and flepping back) put on your * 
maſk, I have a 00 reaſon for it. [¶WExil. 

Saville advance, with Kitty. 

Sav. Now Kitty, you know your leſſon; lady 
Frances, (takes of his maſt) let me lead you to your 
huſband. 

Lady Fran. Heavens! is Mr. Saville the con- 
juror! Sir George is juſt ſtept to the door to give 
directions, we are going home immediately! - 

Sav. No, madam ! you are deceiv'd ; Sir George 
is this way. 

Lady Fran. This is aſtoniſhing | 

Sav. Be not alarm'd ; you have eſcap' d a ſnare, 


and ſhall be in ſafety in a moment. 
[Exit Saville and lady F FAncess 


Enter Courtall and ſeizes the hand of Kitty. 
Court. Now ! | 


Kitty. *Tis pity to leave the rooms ng ſoon. 
| Court, 
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Court. Pe J may bring you back, my angel; 
go now you muſt. F Exit. 
Doricourt and, Lettitia come forward. 

Dor. By heaven I never wa as charm'd till now; 
Engliſh. ee French vivacity, wit, elegance f 
your name, my angel ! tell me your name, tho' you 
perſiſt in concealing your face! 

Jet. My name has a ſpell in it. 

Dor. I thought ſo; it muſt be charming, 

Let. But if 1 reveal 'd, the charm is br oben. 

Dor. Vil anſwer for its force. 

Let, Suppoſe it Harriot, or Charictte, or Maria! 

Dor. Hang Harriot, | Char lotte, or Mar ia, the 
name your facher gave you. 

Let. That can c de worth hearing, tis ſo tran- 
ſient a thing. 

Der. How, tranſker | | a 

Let. Heaven forbid it ſhou'd be Jafting "till I am 

married. 
Dor. Married! the chains of matrimoney are 
too heavy and vulgar for ſuch a ſpirit as yours; 
the flower y wreaths of Cupid are the only bands 
you ſhould wear. 

Let. They are the lighteſt ben but ' tis pof- 
Able to wear thoſe of marriage graceful] y; throw 
them looſely round, and twiſt them in a true lover's 
knot tor the boſom ! 


Dor. Delightful! but what will you be when a 
wite ? 

Let. A woman! if my huſband ſhould be a'churt, 
a fool, or a tyrant, I'd, break his heart, ruin his 
fortune, elope with the firſt pretty fellow that aſk'd 
me, and return the contempt” of the world with 
fcorn, whilit my feelings prey*d upon my life. 

Dor. Amazing; (aſide) what if you lov'd him, 
and he were worthy of your love? 

Let. Why then, d be any thi⸗g and all; grave, 
gay, capricicus; the ſoul of whim, the ſpark of 
variety ; live with him in the eye of faſhion, or in 
the ſhade of retirement; change my country, my 


lex x; 
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ſex; feaſt with him in an Eſquimaux hut, or a Per- 
ſian pavilion; join him in the victorious war dance 
on the borders of lake Ontario, or ſleep, to the ſoft 
breathings of a flute, in the cinnamon grove of 


Ceylon; dig with him in the mines of Golconda, 


or enter the dangerous preeincts of the Mogul's ſe- 


raglio; cheat him of wiſhes, and overturn the em» 


ire to reftore the huſband of my heart to the bleſſ- 
ings of liberty and love 
Dor. Delightful wildnefs ! oh! to catch thee, and 
hold thee ſor ever in this little cage. (attempting 10 
hs; * IF 
et. Hold, Sir! tho' Cupid muſt give the bait 
that tempts me to the fnare, tis Hymen mult 


ſpread the net to catch me. 


Dor. Tis in vain to aſſume airs of coldneſs; fate 
has ordain'd you mine. | 

Let, How do you know? 

Dor. I feel it here; I never met with a woman ſo 
perfectly to my taſte ; and I don't believe it form'd 


you on purpoſe to tantalize. | , 
Let. This moment is worth my whole exiſtence. 
(of de.) 


Dor. Come ſhew me your face, and rivet my 
chains. | 

Let, To-morrow you ſhall be ſatisfi'd. 

Der. To- morrow! and why not to-night ? 

Let. No! | 

Dor. Where then ſhall I wait on you to-morrow ? 
Where ſee you ? 

Let, You ſhall ſee me in an hour when you leaſt 
expect me. | 

Dor. Why all this myſtery ? 
- Le', I like to be miſterious ; at preſent be content 
to know that I am a woman of family and fortune. 
Adieu! 


Eater 
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Enter Hardy. . 


Pardz. Adieu! then I come at the fag end ? 
Dor. Let me ſee you to your carriage. 


Z.. As you value knowing me, ſtir not a ſtep ;. 


1, 1 am tollow'd you never ſee me more. [Extt. 

Dor. Barbarous creature ! ſhe's gone. What, 
id is this really ferious? Am I in love? Pho, it 
can't be! O, Fiutter, do vou know that charm- 
ing creature: ? 


Fae EY 


- Flut. What charming creature; I paſs'd a thou- 
and? EA | 

Dor. She went out at that door as you enter'd. 

Flut. O yes; I know her very well. 

Dor. Do you, my dear fellow; who? 

Flut. She's kept by lord George Jennet. 

frardy. Impudent ſcoundrel. (afide.) 

Dor. Kept! 

Flut. Yes; colonel Gorget had her firſt; then 
Mr.-Savuie; then I forget exactly how many; and 
at laſt, ſhe's lord George's. (talks to meſes. ) 

Dor. I'll murder Gorget, poiſon lord George, 
and ftab myſelf ! 

Hardy. Now's the time, I ſee, to clear up the 
whole. Mr. Doricourt, I ſay, Flutter was miſta- 
ken; I know who you are in love with 

Dor. A ftrange rencounter ; who? 


Hardy, My Letty! 


Dor. Oh ! I underſtand your rebuke « tis too ſoon, 


Sir, to aſſume the father-in-law. 

Hardy. Zounds ! what do you mean by that; I 
tell you that. the lady you admire, is Lettitia 
Hardy 

Des. I am £%1d you are ſo well ſatisfi'd with the 
ſtate of my heart; I with L Was. [ Exit. 


Fardy. 


Dt „ 
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Hardy. Stop a moment; ſtop Lay; what! you 
won't! very well; if 1 don t play you a tr ick for 
this, may I never he a grand-tather! Pl] plot with 
Letty now, and not againit her; aye, hang me it 1 
don't; there's ſomethings in my head, chat ſhall 
tinge in his heart: ha {ha!l have a lelſon upon in- 
patience, tha", I foreiee, he'll be the better of as long 


as he Hives. [ Exit.” 


Saville comes forward with other maſks. 
Sav. Flutter, come with us ; we're going to raiſe 
a laugh at Courtall's. 
Flu, With all my heart; live to live, was my 
father's motto; live to laugh, is mine. Exit. 


SC EN E Couria/Fs. 
Euter Courtall, and Kitty Wilks, 


Kitty, W. here have you brought me, Sir George? 
This is not our home 

Court. Tis my home: heantiful lady Frances; 
( *neeling, taking off his mafe ) oh! forgive the anden 
ot the paſſion that has compell'd me to deceive you! 

Kitty, Mr. gory ty what will become of me ? 


Court, Oh! ſay but that you pardon the wretch 


who: adores you. Did yon but know the agoni: zing 
tortures of my heart, ſince I had the ſelicity cf 
converfing with you this morning, or the di Pear 
that now 5 Cn tn arihe door. 
Al. Oh! Fm, undane! | 

Court. Zounds! my dear lady Frasees! Jam not 
et home, raſcal; do you hear, let _—_— in, I'm 
not at home. 

Ser. (without) Sir, I told the gentlemen 15 


Court. Eternal curies; they are eoming ab! : - ep 


Mio this room adorable creature „ons es Il 

throw them ourdf the window if they bY x I 

f f N ö "TE xt Kin. 
Euler 
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Flut. O Gemini! I beg the. petticoat's pardon ; 
I jult ſaw a corner of it. 5 

Maſt. No wonder admittance was ſo difficult; I 
thought you took us for bailiffs. 

Court. Upon my ſoul, I am deviliſh glad to ſee 
vou; but you perceive how I am cireumſtanc'd ; 
excule me at this moment. 

Maſe. Tell us who it is then? 

Court, O fie 

Flut. We won't blab. 

Court, I can't upon my honour ; thus far ſhe's a 


woman of the firſt character and rank. Saville, 


have I influence, or have I not ? 

Sav. Why ſure you don't inſinuate? 

Court. No! not inſinuate; but ſwear that ſhe's 
new in my bed-chamber; by gad, I don't deceive 


you. There's generalihip, you rogue; ſuch an. 


humble, diſtant, ſighing fellow as thou art, at the 
end of ſix months fiege, would have boaſted of a 
kiſs from her glove. I only give the fignal, and 
pop, he's in my arms. | 

Sav. What! lady Frances? 

Court. Huſh ! yon ſhall fee her name to-rhorrow 
morning in red letters at the end of my lift, Gen- 
tlemen, you muſt excuſe me now; come and drink 
chocolate at twelve; but 

Sav. Ay, let us go out of reſpect to the lady; a 
perſon of rank. 

Flut. Is it? then Tl have a peep at her. (runs 10 
the ſcene.) 

Court. This is too much, Sir. 

Maſe. By Jupiter, we'll have a peep. : 

Court, Gentlemen, conſider, for heaven's ſake, a 
lady of quality, what the conſequence— 

Flut. Why, the conſequence will be, you'll have 
your throat cut; but I'll write your elegy ; ſo now 
tor the door. I beg your ladyſhip's pardon, who- 
ever you are, (leading her out) emerge irom darkneſs 


like 


** 


% 
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like the glorious ſun, and bleſs the wondering circle 
with your charms. (takes off her maſt) 

Sav. Kitty Willis! ha, ha, ha! 

Omner. Kitty Willis! 

Maſt. Why, what a fellow you are to attempt 
impoſing on your friends in this manner! a lady 
of quality, and an earl's daughter! Your lady ſhip's 
molt obedient ſervant. Ha, ha, ha! 

Sav. Courtall, have you influence or have you 
not? 5 

Flut. The man's moon-ſtruck ! 

Court. Hell, and ten thouſand uries ſeize you 
all together. 

Kitty. What, me, Mr. Courtall ! me, whom who 
Have knelt to, and pray'd to, and ador'd ! 

Court. Diſappoint'd and laugh'd at! 

Sav. Laugh'd at! diſpis'd; I have fulfill'd my 
deſign, which was to expcſe your villiany, and 
laugh at your preſumption, Adieu, Sir; remem- 
ber how you again boaſt,of your influence with 
women of rank; and when you next want amuyſe- 
ment, dare not look up to the virtuous or the noble 
for a companion. [Exit Saville and Kitty, Flutter 
going out laſt and Cour tall. 

Hut. And before you carry a lady into your 
bed- chamber again, look under her maſk. 


DExit. 
Court. There's no bearing this; - I'll ſet off for 
Paris directly. | Ex. 


End of the Fourth Act. 
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ACT er TL 


An Appartment at Hardy's. 


Linter Hardy and Villers. 


Fil. N HIMSICAL enough; dying for 


her, and hates— believes her a fool. and a woman 


of brilliant underſtanding. 

Hardy. As true as your alive; but, when I went 
up to him laſt night at the Pantheon, out of down- 
right good- nature, and to explain things, my 
gentleman whips ound upon his heel, and ſnapt. 
me as thort as if 1 had been a beggar-woman with 
fix children, and he the overſeer of the pariſh. 

Fil. Here comes the wonder-worker (enter Lettt- 
tia) here comes the eachantreis, who can go to 
maſquerades, and fing, and dance, and talk a man 
out of his wits; but pray have we morning mal 

querades ? 

Les. Oh no! but I am ſo enamour'd of this all- 
conquering habit, that-I could not refit putting it 
on the moment I had breaklalted ; I ſhall wear it 
on the day 1 am married, and then lay it by in 
ſpices, like the miraculous robes of St. Bridget. 

Vil. Ay, that's as moit brides do; the charms 
that help'd to catch are generally laid by, one after 
another, till the grows a downright wite, and then 
runs crying to her mother, becauſe ſhe has tranſ- 
form'd her lover into a downright huſband. 

Hardy. Liſten to me; I have not ſlept a wink 
to-night, for thinking of plots to plague Doricourt ; 
and they drove one another out of my head fo 
quick, that 1 was as giddy as a gooſe; I cowd 
make nothing cf em. I with to goodneſs, you 
would contrive ſomething. 

Vil. Contrive to plague him ! nothing ſo eaſy ; 
don't undeccive him, madam, till he's your huſ- 

band ; 


* 
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band ; marry him whilſt he poſſeſſes the ſentiments 
row labour'd to give him of Miſs Hardy; and 
when you are his wife 

Let. Oh heavens! I ſee * Whole; that's the 
very thing, my dear Mr. Villers; you are the di- 
vineſt 

Vil, Don't make love to me, huſſey. 


r Enter Mrs. Racket. 
Oman 
| Ars. Rack. No, pray don't, for I intend to have 
went Villers myſelf in about ſix years; there's an oddity 
OWN = about him that pleaſes me ; he holds women in con- 
my tempt, and I thould like to have an opportunity of 
apt breaking his heart for that. 
with Vil. And when I am heartily tir'd of life, I 
: *know no woman whom I could with more pleaſure 
Letli- make my executioner. 
oO to Hardy. It cannot be; I foreſee it wil! be impoſ- 
man ſible to bring it about; you know the wedding was 
ma- not to take place this wich or more, and Letty will 
never be able to play the fool ſo long. 
s all- Vil. The knot ſhall be tied to-night; I have it 
g it all here; the licence is ready. Feign vourfelf il; 
ar it ſend for Voricourt, and tell him you can't go out 
y of the world in peace, unleſs you ſee the ceremony 
. perform'd. 
rms Hardy. I feign myſelf ill! I could as ſoon ſeign 
Uter myſelf a Roman ambaſſador z; I was never ill in my 
then life but with the tooth- ach; — except when Letty's 
ant- mother was breeding her, I had all the qualms. 

Lil. Oh! I have no fears for you; but what ſays 
ink Miſs Hardy? are you w illing to make the irrevoca- 
art ; ble vow before night? 
| fo Let. O heavens! I, I, II 'tis fo exceedingly ſud- 
Wed den, that really 
You Mrs. Rask. "Th at really, Sir, ſhe's frighten'd out 

of her wits, leaſt it ſhould be impoſſible to bring it 
ſy ; about ; but I have taken upon myſelf the manage- 
mit- ment of the affair „and you ſhall be Mrs. Doricourt 
1d; G this 
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this very night; come (to Hardy) to bed directly; 
your room {hall be cram'd with phials and all the ap- 
paratus of death; then heigho-preſto, for Doricourt. 
| Fi. You go and put off your conquering dreſs 

(to Letty) and get all your awkward airs ready; and 
you practiſe a few groans {te Hardy); and you, if 
poſſible, an air of gravity (to Mr. Racket) ;. Vil 
anſwer for the plot. : 

Let. Married in jeit;-*tis an odd idea; well, I'll 
venture it. [Exit with Mrs. Racket. 

Vil. Ay, I'll be ſworn {looks at his watch) tis 
paſt three ; the budget is to be open'd this morning. 
Vil juſt ſtep down to the houſe ; will you go? 

Hardy. What, with a mortal ſickneſs. 

Vil. What a blockhead! I believe if half of us 
were to ſtay away with mortal ſickneſs, 'twould be 
for the good of the nation. Good morning;  I'il 
call and fecl your pulſe as I come back. LEæit. 

Hardy. You won't find em over briſk, I fancy; 
J foreſee ſome ill happening from this making be- 
lieve to die before one's time; but hang it, I'm a 
ſtout man yet, only fifty-ſix. In the laſt yearly bill, 
there were three liv'd to above a hundred: fifty-fix, 
from a hundred, and there remains forty-four ; 1 
foreſee I have forty- ſour years to live yet, — fiddle- 
de: dee. I am not atraid, not I. 


SCENE Doricourt's Houſe. 


Eater Doricourt in his robe de Chambre, and Saville, 


Sav, Undreſs'd ſo late! 

Dar. 1 did not go to bed till late; 'twas late 
when I got to fleep; late when I roſe. Do you 
know lord George Jennet? 

Szv, Yes. 

Der. Has he a miſtreſs ? 

Sav. Yes. 

Dor. What ſort of a creature is ſhe ? 

Sav. Why, fhe ſpends him three thouſand a year 
with the eaſe of a ducheſs, and entertains his 
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friends with the grace of Ninon. ¶ Doricourt walks 
r1hout difordered ) In the name of caprice, what 
alle you ? 

Dor. You have hit it, elle et mon eaprie; the 
miſtreſs of lord George Jennet, is my caprice. Oh, 
infuficrable ! 

Sav. What! you ſaw her at the maſquerade ? 

Dor. Saw her ! lov'd her! died for her without 
knowing her, and now the curſe is, I can't hate her. 

Sav. Ridiculous enough; all this diftrefs about 
a kept woman, whom any man may have, I dare 
ſwear, in a fortuight. They have been jarring ſome 
time. | 

Dor. Have her! the ſentiments I have conceiv'd 
for the witch in that time are unaccountable,—-[ 
cannot—The idea, was the a woman of honour, 
{or a wife, I could adore her; but I really believe, 
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if ſhe ſhould fend me an aſſignation I ſhould beat 
her. I 
Sav. Hey day, this ſounds like love; what be- 


=". r 


comes ot poor Mis Hardy? 
Dor. Her name has given me an ague; dear Sa- 1 
ville, how ſhall I contrive to make eld Har dy can- 
cel the engagements ? The moiety of the ellate, 
which I will forkeit, hall be his next moment by 
deed of git it, | 
Sev. Let me ſee 4 can't you get it infinuated, 1 
that you are a devilita wild fellow; that you are an ; 
Infidel, and attach'd to wenclngy gaming, and 10 | 
forth. | 
Dor. Ave, ſuck a character might have done ; 
ſome good two centuries back; but who the devil j 
can it frighten now? 1 believe it muſt be the mad 
; 

j 


a ” 


fcene at laſt; there throws himfelf inte a mad Pe = 
tion J—will that do for the grin ! 

Sav. Ridiculous ! but how are you certain that 
the woman that has. ſo bewilder'd you, belongs to 
lord George; 1 

Dor, Flutter told me ſo. 

Sav. Then, fifty to one againſt the intelligence. 
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Dor. It muſt be fo; there was a myſtery in her 
manner, for which nothing elſe can account ; (rap- 
ping at the door ) who can this be? 

Sav. The proverb is your anſwer ; 'tis Flutter 
himſelf, Tip him a ſeene of the madman, and fee 
How it takes. 

Dor. I will ; a good way to ſend it about town; 
ſhall it be of the melancholy kind, or the raving. 

Sav, Rant! rant! here he comes. 

Dor. Talk not to me, who can pull comets oy 
the beard, and overſet an iſland! 


Enter Flatter, gets 1. the middle, 


There, this is he— this is he, who hath my poor 
ſoul without coat or breeches, to be toſs'd about in 
either, like a duck feather: villain, give me my foul 
again! (Hates Flutter.) 

Flut. Upon my ſoul, I have not your ſoul. 

Sav. Oh, Mr. Flutter! what a melancholy ſight! 
J little thought ever to ſee my poor friend reduc'd 
to this. 

Flut, Mercy kilns me! what, is he mad? 

Sav. You fee how it is; ; a curſed Italian lady, 
thro ” gave him a drug, and every full of 
the Moon— 

Dor. Moon! who dares talk of TE moon ? the pa- 
troneſs of genius! the rectifier of wit! thz—Oh + 
here the is— feel her—ſhe tugs at my brain—fhe 
has it—ihe has it—oh |! [Extt, 

Flut. Yes, and you have it too; well, this is dread- 
ful, exceedingly dreadful, I proteſt ; have you had 
Munro? 

Sav. Not yet; the worthy Miſs Hardy; what, 2 
match? 

Flut. Aye, ave, very true; do they know it ? 

Fav. Oh, no! the paroxiſm ſeiz'd. him but this 
morning. 

Dor. (behind) Bibery, bew, bow. 

Lit. Adieu! I can't ſtay. 


. 
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Sav. But you muſt ſtay and aſſiſt me; (Folding 
þin:) perhaps he'll return again in a moment, and 
when he is in this way, his ſtrength his prodigious. 

Flut. Can't ſtay, indeed; can't, upon my foul, 
(going.) ; : 

Save. Don't make a miſtake ; remember tis Do- 


ricourt that's mad. Exit. 
Flut. I'll ſay your both mad, and then I can't 
miſtake. LExis. 


8 CE N E, Sir George Touchwood's, 
Enter Sir George and lady Frances. 


Sir Geo. The bird is eſcap'd; Courtall is gone to 
France. 

Lady Fran. Heaven and earth! have you been 
to ſeek him? 

Sir Gro. Seek him; aye. 

Lady Fran. How did you get his name? I ſhould 
never have told it you. © 

Sir Geo, I learn'd it at the firit coffee-houſe I en- 
ter'd;z every body is full of the tory. 

lady Fran. Thank heaven he's gone; but now I 
have a ſtory for you: the Hardy family are forming 


a plot upon your friend Doricourt, and we are cx-: 


pected in the evening to aſſiſt. 


Sir Geo. With all my heart, my angel, but I: 


ean't ſtay to hear it unfolded; they told me Mr. 
Saville would be at home in halt an hour, and I'm 
impatient to ſee him;—the adventure of laſt night! 
Lady Fran. Think of it only with gratitude ; the 
danger I was in has overſet a new ſyſtem of con- 
duct that perhaps I was too much inclin'd to adapt; 
but henceforward, my dear Sir George, you ſhall 
be my conſtant companion and protector; and 
when they ridicule the unfaſhionable monſters, the 
felicity of our kcarts ſhall make their ſatire point- 

lels. 
Sir Geo. Charming angel! you almoit reconcile 
me to Courtall; Bark! here's company ; tis your 
lively 
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lively widow. Þ' ll ſtep down the back ſtairs to eſ- 
cape her. [ Ext. 


| Fer Mrs. Racket. 


Nr. Rick, Oh, lady Frances, I'm fhock'd to 
death; have you receiv'd a card from us? 

Lady Fran. Yes, within theſe twenty minutes. 

Ars. Rack. Ay, tis of no conſequence ; tis all 
over; Doricourt is mad; my poor Lettitia, as we 
were enjoying our ſelves with the proſpect of a 
ſcheme that was plann'd for their happinets, in 
came Flutter, breathleſs, with the intelligence; I 
flew here to know, if you had heard it? 

Lady Fran. No indeed; and I hope it is one of 
Mr. Flutter's dreams, (enter Saville) Apropos; we 
now ſhall be inform'd. Mr. Saville, I rejoice to ſee 
you, tho* Sir George will be diſappointed ; he's 
8 to your lodgings. 

Sav. I ſhould have been happy to have prevented 
Sir George; I hope your lady{hip's adventure laſt 
night did not diſturb your dreams. 

Lady Fran. Not at all, for I never ſlept a moment; 
my eſcape, and the importance of my obligation to 
you, euploy'd my thoughts; but we have juſt had 
ſhi >cking intelligence is it true, that Mr. Doricourt 
is mad? 

Sav. So the buſineſs is done. /afide) Madam, I 
am ſorry to ſ. a that T have juſt now been a me- 
lancholy witneſs of his ravings; he was in the 
height of a paroxiſin. 

Mrs. Rack. Oh! there can be no doubt of it; 
Flutter told us the whole hiſtory. Some Italian 
princeſs gave him a box.of ſweetmeats, ſent to him 
by her own page, that renders him lunatic every 
month; poor Miis Hardy! I never felt ſo much 

upon any occaſion in my life. 

Srv. To be en your concern, I will inform you, 
madam, that Mifs Hardy is leſs to be pitied than 
you b : 


Are. Rack. Why ſo, Sir? 


Sav. 
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Sav. Tis rather a delicate ſubje& ; but he did 
not love Miſs Hardy. 

Ars. Rack. He did love Miſs Hardy, Sir, and 
would have been the happieſt of men. 

Sav. Pardon me, madam, his heart was not only 
tree from that lady's chains, but abſolutely capti- 
vated by anotber. 

Mrs. Rack. No, Sir! no; it was Miſs Hardy that 
captivated him; ſhe met him laſt night at the maſ- 
querade, and charm'd him in diſguiſe; he pro- 
feſo d the moſt violent pathon for her, and a plan 
was laid this eveni ing, to cheat him into happineſs. 
Sav. Ha, ha, ha! Upon my ſoul, I beg your 
pardon, I have not eaten any of the Italian lady $ 
box of ſweetmeats, ſent by her n Page 3 and yet 
I am as mad as Doricourt, ha, ha, ha! 

Ars. Rack. So it appears; what can all this 
mean ? 

Sav. hf: madam, he is at preſent KH his per- 
fect ſenſes ; but he'Il loſe them in ten minutes, thro! 
Joy ; the madaeſs is all a faint to avoid marrying 
Miſs Hardy, ha, ha, hal omnes, ha, ba, ha! I“ 
carry him the intelligence directly. Cg. 

Ars. Rack, Not for the world; I owe him re- 
venge now, ſor whit he bas made us ſulfer; you 
muſt promise not to divulge a ſyllable I have told 
vou, and when Doricourt is funimon'd to Mr. Har- 
dy- s, prevail on him to come, madneſs ard all. 

Lady Fran. Pray do; I thould Uke to fee him 
ſhewing of, now I'm in the ſecret. 

Sav. You muit be oblig'd ; tho? *tis inhuman to 
conceal his happine is. 

Im. . I am going home; fo I'll ſet you 
down at his lodgings „and nequ⸗ unt you by the way, 
with our whole ſcheme !{ ailous. 

Sav. I attend you. leading her out.) 

Mrs. Rach, You won't fail us? (to lady Frances. 
Exit Saville and Mrs. Racket. 
Lady Fran. No; depend cn us. Exit, 
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S. CEN E Doricourt's houſe, Doricourt on a ſettee. 


Dor. Pho! (flings Y the book) what effect can 
the morals of fourſcore have on a mind torn with 
pation? {muſing ) is it potable ſuch a ſoul as her's 
can ſupport itſelf, in ſo-humiliating a fituation ? a 
Kept woman! (ing) well, well, I am glad it is fo. 


Enter Saville, 


Sav. What a happy dog you are, Doricourt; I 
might have been mad or beggar'd, or piſtol'd my- 
ſelt without its being mention'd; but you, for- 
ſooth, the whole female world is concern'd for; I 
reported the ſtate of your brain to five different wo- 
men; the lip of the firſt trembled; the white boſom 
of the ſecond heav'd a figh ; the third ejaculated, 
and turned ker eye to the glaſs; the fourth bleſs'd 
herſelf; and the fifth ſaid, whilſt ſhe pin'd a curl— 
well, now, perhaps, he'll be an amuſing compa- 
nion; his native dulneſs was intolerable. 

Dor. Envy! thear envy ! by the ſmiles of Hebe, 
there are not leſs than forty pair of the brigheſt eyes 
in town will drop chryitals, when they hear of 
my misfortune. | 

Sav. But I have news ſor you; poor Hardy is 
confin'd to his bed; they ſay he is going out of the 
world by the next polt, and he wants to give you 
his bleling. 

Dor. III! fo ill I'm ſorry from my ſoul ; he's a 
worthy little fellow, if he had not khe. gift of fore» 
ſeeing ſo ſtrongly. | 

Sav, Well; but you muſt go and take leave. 
Dor. What! to act the lunatic in the dying 
man's chamber? 

Sav. Exactly the thing; and will bring your bu- 
ſineis to a ſhort iſſue; for his laſt commands muſt 
be that you are not to marry his daughter. 

Dor. That's true, by Jupiter; and yet, hang it, 
tis impoſing upon à poor tellow at fo ſerious a mo- 
ment; I can't do it. 


Cav, 
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Sau. You muſt faith; I'm anfwerable for your 


appearance, tz0" it ould be in à ſtrait waiſtcoat ;' 


he knows your fituation, and ſcems the more de- 
tirous of the interview. 


Dor. I don't like encountering Racket ; ſhe's an 


arch little“ devil, and wil diſcover the cheat. 


Sav. There's a fellow now, cheated nincty-nine 
women, and 1s atraid of the hundredth. | 
Dor. And with reaſon, tor that-hundredth is a 
widow, Exit. 


SCENE Hardy's drawing-room. 
Enter Mrs. Racket and MI Ogle, 


Alifs Ogle. And ſo Miſs Hardy's actually to be 
married to-night ? 

Mrs. Rack. If her fate does not deccive her; 
ou are appriz'd of the cheme, and we hope it 
vil 5 ccecd. 

5 Ogle., Duce take her; ſhe's fix years younger 
than CS - (fide) is Mr. Doricourt handiome ? 


| 
1 
RA 
11 


Ii. Rack. Handſome, generous, youn nd 
Ars. Rack. Handſome, ge 15, young, and 


rich; there's a huſband ter you! isn't he worth 
pulling caps for? 0 

Miihe Ogle, In my conſcience, the widow ſpeaks 
as tho? ihe'd give cap, ears, and all for him. (fide) 
I wonder you did not try to catch this wonderful 
may Mrs. Racket ? 


Are, Rack. Really, Miſs Ogle, I had not time; 


befides, when I mari) , fo many ſtout young fel 
lows will hang themſelyes, th: in out of regard to 
ſociety in theſe hard times, I thall poſtponèe it for 
a {ew years this will coſt her a new . I heard 
ic crack. ( a/ede e.) 


Enter Sir Georg? and lædy Frances. 


Sir Geo. Well, here we arc; but where's the 
knight of the wotul countenance ? 

ATrs. Nack. Here ſoon, I hope; for a woful 
night it will be without him. 
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Sir Geo. Oh fie! do you condeſcend to pun? 
- Mrs. Rack. Why not; it requires genius to make 


a good pun; ſome men of bright parts can't reach 


it. I know a lawyer who writes them upon the 
back of his briefs, and ſays they are of great uts 
in a dry cauſe. 


Euter Flutter. 


Flut. Here they come, here they come; their 


coach ſtop'd as mine drove off. 

Lady Fran. Miſs Hardy's fate is at a criſis; the 
plays a hazardous game, and I tremble for her. 

San, {without) Come let me guide you this way; 
my poor friend, why are you fo furious? 

Dor. (withou! The houſe of death! to the houſe 
ef death ! 


Enter Doricourt and Saville. 


Dor. Oh! this 1s the ſpot. 

Lady Fran. How wild and fiery he looks! 

7Tifs Ogle. Now, I think, he looks terrifi'd! 

firs. Racz. I never ſaw a mad-man before; let 
me examine him; will he bite? 

Sad. Pray keep out of his reach, ladies; you 
don't know your danger; he is like a wild cat if 2 
fadden thought ſerzes him. / Flutter gets round.) 

Sir Geo. You talk like a keeper of wild cats; 
hom much do you demand for thewing this mon- 
ſter ? | 

Dor. I don't like this, I muſt rouſe their ſenſibi- 
lity. (gſide) There! there! ſhe darts thro the air 
in liquid flames! down again! now I have her! oh! 
the burns, ſhe ſcorches ! oh! the eats into my very 
heart. 

Omnes, Ha, ha, ha! 

Der. J am laugh'd at. 

M. Rack, Laugh'd at, ay, to be ſure; why I 
could play the mad-man better than you ;—there ! 
there the is! now I have ker. Ha, ha, ha! 

| Dor, 
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Dor. I knew that devil would diſcover me; 3 


ike Zide) T'il leave the houſe; Pm cover'd with con- 

ich | tufion.s (going. 

the | Sir Geo. Stay Sir; you mult not go; twas poor- 

uſe Iy done, Mr. Doricourt, to affect madneſs rather | 


than fulfil your engagements. 
Der. Aﬀect madreis ! Saville, what can 1 do ? | 
Sab. Since you are diſcover'd, confeſs the whole. | 


Fr i [ifs Ogle, Aye, turn e and ſave Jour- 

eir elk. | 
4 8 Dor. Yes, ſince my deſigns have been ſo unac- | 
My countably diſcover'd, I will avow the whole; I can- | 
3 act love Miſs Hardy, and I never will. 
NY's Sav. Hold, my dear Doricourt, be not tco raſh; | 
i ov hat will the world ſay to ſuch ? _— 
l ; 5 Dor. Damn the world! what will the world give | 


me for loſs of hapyineſs? Muſt I ſacrifice my 
peace to pleaſe the world? 
Sav. Yes, every thing, rather than be branded | 
; * = diſhonour. 5 | 
Lady Fran. Tho? your arguments ſhould fail, | 

there is a pleader, hom you ſurely cannct with- 

let ſtand; the dying Mr. Hardy ſupplicates you not 

to ſorlake his child. 


„ A 
vou 
5 Fre YL. 
if a Euler Villers. | 
Z 

/ 
. Vil. Mr. Hardy requeſts you to grant him a mo- = 
"HR ment's converſation, Mr. Doricourt, tho' you ſhould . | 


peri:it to ſend him miterable to the grave; let me | 
bi conduct you to his chamber. 


pil Dor. Oh! aye, any where—to the Antipodes, 
. 1 to the moon; carry me, do what you will with me. | 
3 [ Exit Villers and Dorisourt. 
TREE f Mig. Rack. Mortification and diſappointment, 

] then, are ſpecifics in a caſe of ſtubbornneſs; I'll fol- 

low and let you know what paſſes. [Exit. 

hy I Flut. Have the charity te take me with you, that 

we I-may make ao blunder in telling the tory. [Zxit. 


lady Fran, Sir George, you don't know Mr. Sa- 
ville. [Exit Lady Frances and Miſs Ogle. | 
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Sav. 


of your honour, 
that I open my heart to you. 
What has d 


Sa 
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Sin Geo. Ten thouſand pardons but I will not par- 
don myſelf fon not obferving you; I have been with 
the utmoſt impatience at your door, twice to-day. 
I am concern'd vou had ſo much trouble, 
Sir George. 

Sir Geo. Trouble; not a word, Saville ; JI hardly 
know how to addreſs you ; I am dit trels'd beyond 
mcaſuce, and it is the higheſt proof of my opinion 
and the” delicacy of your mind, 


Sir G. 9. Your ha aving pr eferv'd lady 


ſo imminent a dang 
lady Frances Was. my 
irom me my deareſt priviledge. 

Sav. I hardly know how to anſwer 
proach; I cannot apologize for what I hav 
I do not mean to reproach you; I 
rev , - * 
There's one method, 
eilore peace to me; L cannot en- 
5 3 
indebted 


Sir Gco. 
hardly know what I mean. 
by which you may r 
dure, that my wite thould b 


right; 


e 
to any man, who is leis than my 


Sav. Pray explain you 

Sir Geo. I have a ſider, Saville, who is amiab! 850 
and you are worthy ot her; 
miſſion to ſteal your heart, out of reveng 
you have done. 


ChE 3 


4a a> 


10 


infinttel 


irb'd vou, Sir Geo rge? 


8 


4 


Hart not, Saville ! to 1 
you have wreſted 


» ſuch a re- 


3 -y 
Drone. 


T thall « give her a 


P - 


ITS; 


Sav. Iaminfinitely honour'd, Sir George ;! 
Sir Gee, I cannot liſten to a ſentence that 


with ſo unpromifin 


ſure ; but 


0., * 


VOL d ; 


* 
22. 


P * 


you muſt go W us 
into Hampſhire, and if you fe cach other with the 
eyes I do, your felicity will be compicat. 
no one to whoſe heart I could fo readily con mt 
the care of my ſiſter's happineſs. 

Sav. I will attend you to Hampſhire, with p'ca- 
not on the plan of rezrem f 
has claims on lady Frances that for bid it. 
Claim IIis, Saville! 

"al Yes, claims! lady Frances was born to be 
the ornament of courts | 


4 
enk; 


* A ' > * A | 
he is {uincienty 


/ 
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not to wander beyond tlie reach of her protecter; 
and from the Britiſh court, Sir George, the moit 
tenderly anxious huſband, could not wich to carr: — 
his wife: bid her keep in her eye, tile bright © 
ample who preſides there; the {plend lor of whoſe 
rank, yield to the ſuperiour luſtre of her virtue! 


Enter Mr. Racket running, folow'd by Flutter fad 


a” 


lady Frances. 


Ari. Rach, Oh! heaven, do you "RB 

Flut. Let me tell the ſtury ; as ſoon as Dori- 
court 

Mrs. Rack. Iproteſt you ſhan't—faid Mr. 888 

Flut. No, 'cwas Doricourt ſpoke Ty he; 
no, 'twas the parſon—ſays he— 

Mrs. Rack. Stop his mouth, Sir George; he'll 
ſpoil the tale. 

Sir Geo. Never had e the reſult ! 

Mrs. Rach. No, no! you {hall have it in form 
Mr. Hardy perform'd the fick man like an angel ; 
he fat up in his bed, and talk'd fo pathetically, that 
the tears ſtood in Doricourt? s eyes. 

Flut. Aye, ſtood; they did not drop, but tood; 
I ſhall in future be very exact the parſon ſeiz d the 
moment-—you know they never miſs an oppertunity. 

Are. Rach. Make haſte, ſaid Doricourt ; if I 
have time to reflect; poor Hardy, will die unhappy. 

Flut. They had got as far as the day of judg- 
ment, when we ſlipt out of the room. 

Sir Geo, Then, by this time, they muſt have 
preach'd amazement ;z which every body knows, is 
the end of matrimony. | 

Zirs. Rack. Aye, the reverend father ended the 
feryice with that word prophetieally; to teach the 
bride what a capricious monſter a huſband is. 

Sir Geo. I rather think *twas ſarcaſtically done, 
to prepare the bridegroom for the unreaſozable hu- 
mours and vagaries of his helpmate. 


Lady Fran, Here comes the bridegroom of to- 
night. 
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is juſt married. 
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Ener Doricourt and Villers; Villers 2075 pers Sa- 
ville, <v29 g ces out. 


Ommnes. Joy, jor, joy! 

Mijs Ogle, If. he's a ſample of a bridegroom, 
Ecep me lingle ; ; a younger ſon from — 9 of 
his Cather, could not carry a more iretful counte- 
Bance, | 

2dy Fran. You do not conſider the importance 
of the occaſion. 

Fil, No; nor how ſhocking a thing it is ſor a 
man to be forced to marry one woman, whillt his. 
heart is devoted to auother. 

Ars, Rack. Well, now *tis- over, Pl confeſs to 
you, Mr. Doricourt, I think *twas a moſt ridicu- 
tous piece of (nix otiſm, to give up che happineſs of 
a whole life to a man who, perhaps, has but a few 
moments to be ſenfible et the ſacribice. 

Flu. So it appear'd to me; but, thought I, Mr. 
Doricourt, has traveil'd; he knows beſt. 

Dor. Zcancs, confuſion.! did not you all ſet up- 
on me? Did not you talk to me of honour, juitice? 

Sir Geo, Very true; you have acted according to 
their dictates; and I hope the utmoſt felicity of 
the marti ied ſtate will reward you 

Dor. Never, Sir George, 10 fel:city I bid adieu; 
but I will endeavour to be content. Where is my 
wile? I muſt ſpeak it; where is my wite ? 


£rtr Letty, -hy led dy Saville, all the reſt fall Lack. 


Sau. Mr. Doricourt, this lady was preſſing to be 
mirodnc'd to ws 

Dr. Oh! („a 471% f. J 

Let. I told you la 'E ui kt, You fthould fee me at 
a time ycu lsaſt expected me; aud I have kept my 
prone. 

i. Whoever you are, madam, yon could nat 

have arriv'd in a happier moment! Mr. Poricourt 


The Belle's Siratagem. 77 


: F 
Let. Married! impoſſible 'tis but a few hours 
ſince he ſwore to me eternal love. I believ'd him, 


gave him my virgin heart; and now—ungrateful 


lex ! 
Dor. Your virgin heart! no, lady; my fate, 


thank heaven, yet wants that torture. Nothing 


but the conviction that you were another's, could 
have made me think a moment of marriage, to 
have 1av'd the lives of half mankind. But this 
viſit, madam, is as barbarcus as unexpected; it is 
now my duty to forget you; which, ſpite of your 
ſituation, I found difficult e 10ugh. 

Jet. My lituation! what fituation ? 

Dor. I muſt apelogr:e for explaining it to this 
company; ; but, madam, I am not ignorant, that 
you are the companion ot lord George Jennet ; and 
that is the owy circumitance that can give me 
peace. 

OG I a companion! - ridiculous pretence! no, 

» know, to your confuſion, that my cart, my 
— ur, and my name, is unpotted as her's you have 
married; my birth equal to your own; my for- 
tune large ; that, and n perion, might have been 
yours; but, Sir, farewel | (gcirg.) | 

or. Oh! flay a MOMENT | raical, (to Fluticr) is 
not lh: a 

Flut. Who? the! O lord, no! twas quite a dif- 
ferent perſon thiut I meant. I never ſaw tat ſady 
before, | 

Dor. Then never ſhalvt thou ſee me more. (hates 
Futter. 

Ars. Rack. Have. mercy upon the pcor man! 
heaven and earth! hell murder bun. 

Dor. Murder him! yes, myſelf and all mankind ! 
Sir George! Saville Villers ! "twas yeu who 
puli'd me upon this prey e; *twas you who have 
inatch'd me from Joy, fſelicity, and life! 

Mrs, Rack. There now; how well he acts the 
mad-man; this is ſomething like; I knew he 
would do it well enowgh, when the time came, 

5 Dar. 
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Dor. Bard-hearted woman, enjoy my ruing 
riot in my vvretchedneſs. (Hardy burfling in.) 

Har. This is too much; you are now the huſ- 
band of ny daughter, and how dare you ſhew all 
this pailion about another woman? 

Der. Alive again! 

Hardy. Alive]! aye, and merry; here, wipe of 
the flour from my iace; I was never in better 

exlch cr {pirits in my life; I foreſaw *twovid do. 
Why mv ilinefs was all a fetch, man, to make you 
marry Letty. 

Dor. Tas baſe and ungenerous! well, Sir, you 
mall be gratifi'd; the potietion of my heart, was 
no object either with you or your daughter; my 
fortune, and my name, was all you deſir'd, and 
theſe I leave ye. My native England I ſhall quit, 
nor ever behold you more. Put, lady, that in my - 
exile, I may have one conſolation, grant me the 
favour yon deny'd laſt night; let me behold all that 
maſk cod eals, that your whole image may be 
impreſs'd on my heart, and cheer my diſtant ſoli- 
tary hours. | 

Let. This is the moſt auful moment of my life ; 
oh, Doricourt! the ſlight of taking of my maſk, 
ſtamps me the molt bleſt or miſerable of women ! 

Dor. What can this mean? Reveal your face, I 
cenjure you, | 

Let. Behold it. (takes off ber maſs.) 

Der. Rapturous tranſport ! heavens! 

Let, This little firatagem arote frem my diſap- 
pointment in not having made the impreſſion on 
you I wit'd ; the timidity of the Engliſh character, 
and that modeity we boaſt, threw a veil over me 
you could not penetrate; you have forc'd me te 
throw aff the veil that hid me. 

Dor, I am yet in a tate of intoxication; I can- 
not anſwer you ; ſpeak an ſweet angel, 

Let, You ſee, I can be any thing; chuſe my 
character, your taſte ſhall fix it; Kalt I be an 
Engliſh wife, or breaking at once {rom the bonds 
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of nature, and education, ſtep forth to the world 
in all the captivating glare of foreign manners? 
Dor. You ſhall be "nothing but yourſelf; no- 
thing can be captivating that you ave not. I will 
not wrong your Pe enarati on, by pretending. that 
you won my heart at the ſirſt interview; but have 
now my whole toul ; your perſon, your face, your 


mind, I wew'd not exchange tor that of any other 


wom m breathing. | | 

Hardy. Couſin Racket, I with yen a good huſ- 
band with all my heart. Mr. Flutter, I will be- 
lie ve every word you {ay, theſe twelve months. Mr 
Villers (e 'ng 2s head) I ſay, we have manag'd 
this affair very well. I'll order out every drop of 


my {OrLy -BINC, and invite the whole pariſh of St. 
oo Geo! ge's, but what I'll drink it out, except about a 


dozen bottles, which I will keep under three donble 
Jocks for a chriſtening, which J foreſee will happen 
within theie twelve months. 

Dor. Charming! charning creature! 

Let. Con Zrat Gate Frag my dear triend s; can you 
conceive my happiness? 

Hor . No, congrat Ne me, for mine is the 


Fraeate 
19. C colt. 
3 


Flut. No! congratuiate me, that I have eſ- 
cup'd with life, and give me {ome ſticking plaiſter; 
he has torn the kin off my throat. a 

Sir Gec. I expect to be anieng the firſt who is 
congratwiated, for I have recovei's one angel, Do- 
rieourt, Whilit you nave gain'd another. 

Dor. | bly charming Lettitia, tWas a range per- 
Veriton of taſte that led me to conſider the delicate 
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neu, it is to that innate modeity "> r11ih huſ- 
bands owe a felicity, the married men ef other 
nations are ſtrangers too; by is azccret veil to your 
charms ; it is the ſureſt bulwark to your huſband's 
honcur ; and curs'd be 5 hour, fhcu'd it ever 
Arriee So IN \ V1 ich Britii {21 ladics ſhall {ac Liace 0 10 
reign graces— the grace of modeſty- 
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